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	1. That Mysterious Boy

**Since the new official poster for the second movie has been released, I thought it would be a good time to begin a new HTTYD story. This story came about from several songs (two are evidenced in the title). I will not give the titles just yet. At the end of the story, I'll do it. If I say the titles now, you'll just go listen to the songs and then you won't need to read my story…which would make me sad.**

**Anyway, I love Astrid. She's just an awesome character to write about because so little is known about her. I mean…if you've watched the TV series, they did focus on her in the Frightmare ep, but that's still not all that much. This story will focus on her, beginning a few years before the first movie and taking us up through the movie but not before the sequel. Wanna keep it as close to canon as possible with this one.**

**Without further ado, I bring you the first chapter of Try To Be Brave…**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 1: That Mysterious Boy<span>

She was eleven years of age when she received her first axe, beautifully crafted and perfect for training. This was also the age she had been when she first met him. He was apprenticed at the blacksmith's shop and, she would later learn, had assisted in designing her axe. At the time, she had known nothing more about him except that he was apprenticed at the blacksmith's shop. Unlike her parents, she did not take it upon herself to learn everything about everyone in the village; that would come later when she began training to be a warrior, a true Viking.

Needless to say, she was truly intrigued by this boy. He looked no older than she and, yet, he had helped create her first beautiful battle axe. That is why she started making more frequent trips to the forge. Her axe was over-sharpened from all the times she had been there. The boy was always there, each time she stopped by. He was quiet and kept to himself. Once the requested work was completed, he would retreat to his secret room in the back.

Astrid Hofferson was not used to being denied something she wanted. All her life, she had been handed anything she ever requested. That was why, one afternoon at the forge, she stopped the boy before he could leave her alone again. "Wait, who are you? I want to know the name of the person who helped create my axe!"

The boy seemed startled then, as if it was the first time anyone ever acknowledged anything he'd done. "No, you don't," he said simply, before making to retreat to his own little room again.

"W-wait," she stopped him again. She could not believe the stutter that had crept into her voice. Astrid Hofferson never stuttered. Ever. Was this what happened when she did not get what she wanted? As an only child, she had never known that feeling. "I do want to know. You helped make my axe. It's seriously the best gift I've ever received. At least do me the honor of knowing the name of the person who made it!" _**Because I won't be satisfied until I know. You and your talent will always be on my mind.**_ Of course, she did not say that part out loud. Though she was only eleven, she still had her pride. Vikings most certainly do not express such feelings out loud and especially not in a public setting.

"Look, I'm sorry, but I have some plans to work on…I gotta go…um…bye!" He scurried away, back into his mysterious room before young Astrid could get a chance to stop him again.

The boy's actions startled and confused the young female Viking. Why was this boy so hesitant to just tell her his name? It wasn't like she asked him any serious question. Did he not like his name? She knew that many Viking parents had a tradition of giving their children hideous names (but Astrid was one of the few who actually had a normal name) in belief that the name would frighten off gnomes and trolls. How they believed that could ever work, Astrid would never know.

Astrid returned home no closer to her answer than before. After dinner, she retreated to her bedroom to settle down for sleep. In her room, she unbound her long blonde hair from its two braided pigtails and let it cascade down in a flowing and wavy river of gold over her shoulders. Another night of dreams about this boy. She hated to admit to anyone, even herself, how amazing she found this boy. Someday, she would learn his name; she would force it out of him if she had to.

Sleep did not come easily to Astrid and just as it did, she was startled fully awake by the familiar sound of the village's alert system. Another dragon raid. Quickly she bolted up and tied her hair back into its two braided pigtails (although, they were quite a bit messier than usual). Grabbing her axe, she slipped out, unseen, to find her friends. Ruffnut and Tuffnut, twins, were quite a handful and Astrid often found that she was the one who most often helped to keep them in check. Then, there was Fishlegs. He was very smart and perceptive for his age. Lastly, there was Snotlout, who had pushed his way into the group. Usually she'd never find him during dragon raids, though, and she suspected that he spent that time cowering under his bed at his house.

During the raids, the kids did not help out all that much. They were still a bit too small to carry water pails and even they knew better than to attempt to fight off the dragons without having been properly trained first. Most of the time, they would just come together to prevent the twins from adding to the destruction.

"Hey, do any of you know the boy who is an apprentice at the forge? Who is he?" Astrid asked them.

None of the kids could give her an answer, but that was probably because most of them had never visited the forge. Even when Astrid described the appearance of this boy, her friends were still clueless. They did, however, ask Astrid why she cared so much about finding out the boy's name. Avoiding the question, she slipped away and made to head back to her home. The raid was almost over; it looked as though the Vikings would succeed again. Astrid figured she'd just have to resign herself to the fact that she would not be figuring out that boy's name. He clearly had no intention to make himself known.

Astrid had almost made it home when something caught her sight. It was the boy. He was trying to help out but he was too small, much smaller even than Astrid herself. She had never noticed his size before, but that may have been because she'd only ever seen him at the forge and, somehow, the apron he wore and the work that he had done gave her the impression than he was bigger than he actually turned out to be. As she watched, the boy slipped up and his one little error became a massive outbreak of disaster. Abruptly, the raid ended and it appeared that the boy's mistake was the cause.

Pushing herself back into the shadows, Astrid watched as the village chief, the mighty Stoick the Vast, approached the boy. Even from her spot away from the action, Astrid could see the scowl etched into the massive man's face. She felt sorry for the boy. He'd just wanted to help; he shouldn't be subjected to such harsh punishment.

"I told you to stay in the house! Look, what you have caused now, Hiccup!"

_**Hiccup?! That boy, the one I've wanted to know the name of for so long…he is**_** Hiccup?!**

* * *

><p><strong>Well, this seems like a good place to stop for now. This chapter was fun to write…even if I do think it had a few tangents. If you celebrate the Thanksgiving holiday, I hope you had a wonderful day and be safe in your Black Friday shopping endeavors tomorrow. I'd say that I'll be thinking of you, but the reality of it all is that I'll actually be sleeping. Yeah…I think that's about it.<strong>

**Also, as a side note, I am aware that Berk is a small village. This is written under an assumption. Though Astrid and the others are Vikings, they are still young kids and young kids are naive and not concerned all that much with learning about others. That is something that comes as they get older and I hope this will be evidenced here in this story of Astrid's coming-of-age.**

**Thanks for reading the first chapter of Try To Be Brave.**

**Posted: November 29, 2013**


	2. Hiccup

**I intended to post the next chapter to this story the day after I posted the first one, but it's been a busy holiday week. Basically, I worked my second job every single day (including on Thanksgiving). No fear, though, because this story was very popular (I never even expected it to be this well received!), I have placed it very high on the update schedule and here we are now.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I wrestled with this idea and your review helped me to make my decision. After posting, I realized that the age I originally gave them would mess up my timeline for this story. Therefore, I will be pushing their ages back. Instead of seven, they are now eleven with the impression that our favorite blacksmith's apprentice has been working in the forge for over a year (but, of course, Astrid doesn't know this). This will be changed in the first chapter as soon as I post this one. Thank you also for the compliments.**

_**StorSpeaker**_**: Thank you very much. Next chapter begins…now!**

**Guest (anonymous): Thanks! Realistic is the approach I'm going for. In fact, I will be tying scenes of this story in with the movie when that comes up later. I'll probably be playing with a little bit of all those theories while adding my own personal twists. It should be pretty exciting. Also, this chapter was in production at the time you wrote your review, so not too long to wait for this one!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 2: Hiccup<span>

_**This has got to be a dream! That boy can't be Hiccup!**_

There is no way that Astrid could let herself fall for had often heard her parents talk about him; it seemed as though they did not like him very much. In fact, she could not recall them saying anything nice about him ever. From what Astrid had heard of their conversations about him, she had learned that Hiccup was a social outcast, shunned even by his own father. Her parents never talked about Hiccup's mother, so he must not have one. Whether she is dead or shunning her own son too, Astrid could not say. There was one thing they said that she'd come to associate with Hiccup. "If he's going to be the chief of our village someday, there may no longer be a Berk to need a chief." In her mind, she had associated Hiccup with negative feelings. Yet, here he was, right in front of her (almost)…and he was definitely not as she'd expected.

"Explain yourself, Hiccup!" the chief yelled at his son as the rest of the villagers began to crowd around. It was almost comical how the chief was probably quadruple the size of his son. How does that even happen? Even as the crowd grew, Astrid kept to the shadows, not wanting her parents to see her (because she was certain that they were there somewhere; they'd never pass up on a chance to watch Hiccup be scolded by his father in front of the entire village). "You were told to stay inside and this is why!" The chief asked for explanation and had not even given his son a chance to explain. What kind of father does that? "Every time you step outside, disaster follows!"

"I…I just wanted to…help," Hiccup stuttered, sounding very much like the boy Astrid had tried to talk with in the forge earlier that day.

"You would help everyone out by staying inside. Go home now. I have your mess to clean up." Turning to Gobber, Stoick addressed him, "Make sure he gets there…and stays there."

The action was over and the crowd dispersed. Astrid knew that her parents would be heading home now, so she raced through the shadows and back to her still-silent home. Quickly, she ran upstairs, removed her hair from her messy braided pigtails and jumped into bed. As she pulled the cover up to her chin and lay down, she worked to slow her breathing. Soon after, she heard the door open as her parents returned from the raid. Astrid was naturally a light sleeper, so she knew that her parents wouldn't be surprised to find her awake. They entered their daughter's bedroom and told her that there had been another raid and not to be frightened because it was all over. Then they left, telling her to go back to sleep.

She lay silently, staring above her into the dark. It was starting to get light out now, though; the raid had really eaten away all of the night. Sleep clearly would not be visiting her again, so she pushed the light cover away and stepped onto the cold wooden floor. Her axe lay, waiting, on the floor where she had hastily dropped it upon her return home not long ago. After, once again, braiding her hair into pigtails and tying them back, Astrid picked it up and quietly left the house. Her parents, she was sure, had gone back to sleep and they knew that she would usually trek out to the woods in the morning, especially after a nighttime dragon raid, so she was not worried that she would be stopped by them.

Once in the woods, Astrid found a clearing. _**This will be a perfect spot**_, she determined. With her newly-sharpened axe, she sliced an X into one of the trees_**. Who should this tree represent?**_ she wondered. _**One of my friends? No, it'll be Hiccup. Yes, that'll work.**_ She would hack that tree to pieces, upset that he did not just tell him who she was. Taking some steps back, she focused on that X and threw the axe. This was a routine practice for Astrid. When upset, she would take all aggressions out the poor waiting trees of the nearby woods. There were many there that showed signs of her presence.

A few throws later, she stopped short. The tree had several marks in in from where the axe had met its target; however, it was then that she realized it. Astrid couldn't hate Hiccup. She knew that she should; everyone else did. Why did they, though? Because he tried to be like them when clearly he wasn't like them at all. Where all the other Vikings were all brawn and no brains, Hiccup was not muscular and, at least from what Astrid had seen, seemed to think logically about the world around him. Astrid also came to realize something else too. She couldn't hate Hiccup but she couldn't like him either. Everyone else hated him so if she appeared to like him (or even be friends with him) they would look down on her just the same way that they did to him. Knowing that her parents would likely disown her if that happened, she told herself that she could never let it happen. Ever. If she was to like him, he would have to make the village like him first. That'd be no easy task.

Satisfied, Astrid returned home to find that her parents were already awake. It was now or never; she had to know about Hiccup. "Hey, Mom and Dad." They welcomed her back home and asked how she was doing. She told them that she was fine and then, before she could reconsider, asked the question weighing on her shoulders. "I want to know about Hiccup. What can you tell me about him?" Immediately the expressions on both of her parents' faces hardened.

"Why do you want to know about him, Astrid dear?" her mother asked, trying to make her voice soft and questioning, but Astrid could hear the tension.

"Well…we are the same age and I just was wondering…"

"No, don't even think about it. You are too good for him," her father told her, clearly getting the wrong idea from Astrid's question.

"Wait, I didn't mean it like that," Astrid almost shrieked. "I just wanted to know about him. I know so little about him as a person. Please tell me what he's like!"

She could see her parents contemplating what to say and whether to say it. For a moment, Astrid was afraid that she would not be getting an answer from them, but she saw her mother give a small nod to her husband and Astrid waited for the details they would provide.

Taking a deep breath, her father began, "We don't know much more than you; we try not to concern ourselves with matters regarding him. However, there are some common knowledge things that we do know. He is clearly Chief Stoick's son, though no one knows how that came to be seeing as how he is nothing like our praised chieftain. Stoick had him begin an apprenticeship over at Gobber's forge last year when the boy turned ten. Chief wanted to see if that would help bulk the boy up a bit, but, clearly, nothing's going to solve that problem."

"Speaking of problems," her mother spoke up. "Hiccup himself is a walking problem. He thinks he's being helpful, but he always ends up messing everything up. He's a social outcast. If you know what's good for you, Astrid, you will stay away from him."

_**A walking problem?**_

A few days later, Astrid again ventured to the woods. For the past several days, she had stuck with her circle of friends and that had helped her to take her mind off Hiccup. However, she could only handle so much time with them before she found need to seek out peaceful solitude once again. This time, though, she quickly found that she was not alone. Another person was approaching and Astrid quickly found a hiding place behind a bush. From her hiding place, she saw that the person who had entered the woods was none other than Hiccup. _**What is he doing here?**_

Hiccup trudged through the woods, dragging his feet and muttering to himself. Astrid had to lean in a little closer to hear his words. "Oh the Gods hate me! Why can't I ever do anything right? How can I please my father…or the other villagers? How can I show them that I'm not the constant disaster that they think I am? How can I ever compare up to _Stoick the Vast_?" he asked out loud to the seemingly-void woods. Astrid nearly laughed as he changed his voice to an impressive imitation of the accent of many of the adult Vikings in their village. "That's just it, I can't! He's Stoick the Vast, impressive warrior and important to the villagers. And who am I? Hiccup the Useless. No one needs me. No one ever will." Astrid couldn't believe it. The inner thoughts of Hiccup finally emerged. She knew so little about him, but what she did know so far sounded so harsh. The girl couldn't believe that he just let everyone push him around like that, but he had. It was only when he thought that he was alone that he let himself release all the tension.

As Astrid, unseen, continued to watch, Hiccup took a seat on a fallen tree and slumped. His head in his hands, he ran his fingers through his messy auburn hair. "The only person who ever cares is Gobber, but he's probably been ordered by my dad to watch me and make sure I don't cause any more trouble. Wait…there was that girl from the forge." Astrid tensed slightly; he was talking about her. She moved closer to hear as he dropped his volume. Unfortunately, this movement rustled the bushes and Hiccup, with his Viking reflexes, stood up and reached for a small knife that he'd kept concealed under his over-sized fur vest. "W-Who's there?" he asked out loud, his once-confident voice returning to the voice she'd often heard him use in the village, especially when around his father and other villagers.

Hiccup took a step toward the bushes, Astrid's hiding place. Astrid began to panic._** What if he catches me? What'll I do?**_ _**Come on, Astrid, think**_. Luckily for her, she did not need to worry. Hiccup made to take another step closer to the bush, but changed his mind and took off running back to the village. Astrid breathed a sigh of relief because she did not know what kind of excuse to give him if he had found her and asked why she was hiding and spying on him.

Astrid did not immediately return to the village. Instead, she sat behind the bush and thought of what she had just seen. Hiccup had seemed like a completely different person when he was alone and out of the villagers' watching eyes. She had not immediately understood it, but now she did.

Hiccup had no trouble with confidence. Alone, he was very confident with his words and expressions. That was obvious by the way he had voiced his thoughts just now out in the woods_**. He knows what he wants to say and how to say it. What is holding him back**_? Astrid thought about it and then she realized it. Courage. Hiccup had all the confidence he needed, but without courage there was no way he could speak up to anyone, even to her. _**Be brave, Hiccup. Show everyone who you really are. You are not that cowardly and disastrous boy that everyone thinks you are. Show them Chief Stoick's real son, the one they continue to look right through. Show everyone the Hiccup that I saw just now in the woods.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Just like last time, I had an ideal ending spot in my head and I even had the words that I wanted to say but I came to the scene and forgot the words I had come up with. This'll do though; it kinda mirrors the last chapter, with the ending being Astrid thinking about Hiccup.<strong>

**I hope that everyone enjoyed the chapter and the next chapter will be posted soon, maybe tomorrow.**

**Posted: December 3, 2013**


	3. Growing Up

**As promised, it's tomorrow and here's the new chapter! I don't really have much to say. Oh, I guess there is one thing. I may or may not soon be moving review replies to the AN after the chapter. Not in this chapter, but maybe in some of the upcoming ones. Still thinking about it.**

**Review replies:**

**Midnight' Dragon Conqueror: Thank you very much. Here's the next chapter. Also, I'll may or may not have some secret Hiccup and Astrid moments planned for the next couple chapters. Just gonna wait and see how the story progresses.**

**Guest (anonymous): I actually posted "tomorrow". Haha.**

**Ferdoos: Thanks! Here's the next chapter.**

**hpnarutardsjedipirate1234: Update? You got it!**

**Predalon: Thanks! Here's the next chapter and there will definitely be many more to come!**

**Stella (anonymous): Thanks! Wait no longer! Here it is!**

**zorbinger: Thanks! Yeah, Astrid is a pretty cool character to write about. It's fun to write this story and explore her character a little more.**

**Guest (anonymous): For this story, I am trying to incorporate Astrid's thoughts along with/into one or two significant plot points per chapter. I feel this allows us all to better connect with Astrid on a more personal level. Funny, the ending of chapter 2 was the part I, as the writer, liked the least. I felt it was a great idea but not executed the way I would have liked (I'm a very harsh critic of my own writing, though, so that's probably why).**

**That's a very good analysis. I'll just explain where I'm going with that idea of having Astrid shy away from socializing with Hiccup (for now). As an 11-year-old, Astrid is very much influenced by what her friends think. She has that circle and she does not want to them to find out and risk being taunted by them. It's kinda like peer pressure and she does not want to lose the only friends she's every truly known. She may be a Viking, but she is also an adolescent and this is pretty common among adolescents to feel this way. One thing I hope to accomplish through this story is to show a gradual change and shift in her thoughts and feelings. Instead of leaning on her group of friends, she will slowly come to know and trust Hiccup and regard him as a friend too. This isn't going one of those stories where she immediately falls completely in love with Hiccup and it's happily ever after and marriage. Right now, she has a crush (though that is not a term used by Vikings, so she's not quite sure at the moment what to think) and she doesn't want it to be known because she knows how everyone hates Hiccup and she does not want to risk her relationship with her parents who are among those who also hate Hiccup. I know this was a very lengthy description and I may or may not have explained it as I see it in my head (it kinda sounds overcomplicated in writing), but I think it is definitely good to get it out there and this review reply allowed for that. There's definitely a lot more to Astrid than you'd originally think. Haha.**

**As for incorporating the movie shorts and TV series, I may add some points, but I'll be waiting to see until the plot of this story gets closer to the end of the How To Train Your Dragon movie plot. Thanks for reading! Here's chapter 3!**

**Here we go; next chapter!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 3: Growing Up<span>

Astrid stayed out in the woods a little longer, thinking of all she had just seen, all she had just learned. She couldn't believe how wrong the villagers were about Hiccup._** If only they would stop being stubborn. Maybe then they could look past his outward appearance and begin to accept him. Of course, he would have to start speaking up and saying what's on his mind too.**_

It was starting to get dark already; days never lasted long on Berk. Even at their longest, they still felt short. Picking herself up from the ground, Astrid crawled out from behind the bush and started back toward the village.

Because it was getting late, Astrid just decided to head home before her parents started to wonder where she disappeared off to. Up ahead in the road on her way home, she found a circle of villagers crowding around something…or someone. _**Now what is going on?**_

Astrid stopped and tried to see through the massive crowd; it was always harder when everyone was so much bigger than her, but she did manage to get a quick glimpse of the center of attention, though. She should've guessed; it was Hiccup again. Why had she never noticed these scenes of public scolding and ridicule before? Had she really not been that observant? That was very unlike her.

Whatever was going on, it appeared to be ending…and, just like always, Hiccup had clearly just stood there and taken it all. _**What is wrong with him?**_ Astrid shook her head and then continued walking home. She was done thinking about Hiccup. Of course, she had said that how many times already?

Arriving home, Astrid made to slink off to her room, but she was stopped by both of her parents. "Astrid," her father began, his voice intimidating to his young daughter, "please have a seat," he told her, gesturing to the family table.

The girl knew this tone. This was the tone reserved for serious talks. Did he know that she had been trailing Hiccup lately? How that could even be considered her fault anyway, she did not know. Both of the recent times, she had just happened to be in the same place as him. In fact, she could not remember the last time that she had sought out to stalk…well, maybe not stalk…observe Hiccup.

If it wasn't about Hiccup, was it about her friends? Sure they were reckless and hasty but her parents had never seemed to have any problems with them before. Declining to sit down, Astrid squared her shoulders and turned to her father. "In my defense, I cannot watch over the twins all day every day."

Without realizing it, Astrid had stood up to her own father. Of course, this is something that she had been doing all her life. However, it was only after having gotten to know about Hiccup that she really thought about this small act of defiance. How easy it always came to her! From the time she could talk, she'd never let anyone push her around. _**Why, then, is it so hard for Hiccup? Is it because expectations for him, the Chief's son, are so much more different? Does that even matter?**_

"Honey, this isn't about your friends. This is about you. Are you sure that you don't want to sit down?" Astrid's mother spoke up next.

_**Me?**_ "No, I'd rather stand. What do you mean that this is about me?"

Astrid's parents looked to each other and the girl could see that they were mentally trying to decide who would speak and relay whatever news or information they had for their daughter. Did they seriously always do that? Finally, like last time, Astrid's mother nodded to her father and he nodded back in understanding.

Stepping forward, he kneeled down to come face-to-face with his daughter. Astrid was not used to being eye-level with her father. He gently placed his hand on Astrid's shoulder and began. "Astrid, you are now eleven years of age…"

"Yeah, I noticed. You know, I've been eleven for how long, Dad?" Astrid interrupted, unsure of why her father was stating the obvious to her.

Unfazed by his daughter's interruption, Mr. Hofferson continued. "It won't be long until you will be enrolled into dragon training to become a fighter in the dragon raids that plague Berk. To become a fighter is to become a Viking, to become one of us."

Astrid's breath caught in her throat. Finally she could enter dragon training? She had waited for this opportunity practically since she'd learned to walk and talk. She was so ready.

He father must've taken notice because he was quick to amend his words. "Not quite yet, Astrid. Your mother and I were thinking in a couple years when you turn thirteen. That is the traditional age and, from talks with the parents of your friends, they are waiting until their children also turn thirteen. So you'll all be in the same dragon training class together."

_**So I still have to wait. Darn**_. "Wait, why are you telling me this then? If I still have to wait two years, why are we having this talk now? I already knew that I would be entering dragon training. There isn't a Viking on Berk that doesn't enter dragon training."

"We've decided," Astrid mother answered her daughter's question, "that, to prepare you for your upcoming entrance into dragon training, you will begin helping out during the dragon raids. Those of us fighting off the beasts always need others to help put out the fires that they cause. You and your friends will be among those doing just that, gathering pails of water to douse flaming houses or burning sheep or anything else that happens to catch fire during the raid."

_**It isn't much**_, Astrid decided_**, but at least it's a start. Two years doing this and I'll be plenty ready to enter dragon training and emerge at the top of the class**_. "I'll do it," she agreed. "I'll be ready when the next raid happens…and I'll be sure to keep the rest of my friends in line while we work," she confirmed, sighing slightly and knowing that it would not be the putting out fires part of the job that would be the hardest.

* * *

><p><strong>Our favorite tough young female Viking-in-training is moving on up in society! While writing this, I began to plan out plot points for the next two chapters…and there's a special holiday chapter in the works. I am confident that you all will very much enjoy these chapters. Not quite sure when the holiday chapter will be up. I'm aiming for closer to Christmas. Also, yes, the holiday chapter will be canon to the story. It won't be extra.<strong>

**As I was editing this, I felt that this chapter was very filler-ish. Well, it is necessary. Can't have Astrid not helping out during the raids; that goes against what we saw in the movie. Next chapter should bring more action, hopefully.**

**Now, I bring the answer to everyone's favorite question. When to expect chapter 4? This story will now be updated daily (or every other day if I get busy because, sadly, I do have a life) so plan on sometime tomorrow evening after 10PM US East Coast time.**

**Thanks for reading and showing your support for the story!**

**Posted: December 4, 2013**


	4. Family Heirlooms

**I definitely intended to get this up closer to 10PM US East Coast time, but I was a bit busy today. Well, here it is now. Hopefully this one isn't as filler-ish as the last one felt.**

**Review Replies:**

**Ferdoos: Thanks!**

**BestFrEnemies: Did you say…update? Kidding! Haha, Here it is!**

**Guest (anonymous): Yeah, yay Astrid! She's moving on up in society! Haha.**

**Toothless is best: Thanks!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 4: Family Heirlooms<span>

Astrid woke up the next morning and wondered if yesterday evening had been a dream. She had to remind herself that she had heard her parents correctly; finally, she would be helping out at the raids. Gone were the days where her parents would rush out the door, hastily yelling back to her to stay inside and not to worry because they would be back soon.

She was so happy. It was like she was a new person. Kid Astrid, the one who'd needed other Vikings of Berk to protect her was no longer. Of course, she was not yet adult Astrid, trained and ready to fight the evil dragons. That would come soon enough and she could not be more excited. For now, though, she was content.

Although, since she was no longer kid Astrid, it was now, she decided, to change…and the first thing to go would be the childish hairstyle that she had been wearing ever since her hair was long enough to braid. Her mother had been the one to introduce Astrid to this hairstyle by helping her daughter and teaching her how it was done. Mrs. Hofferson had always thought the style looked cute on her young daughter. Astrid no longer wanted to be "cute", though. She wanted to be "tough".

Her golden hair was long, too long to just be left loose. Carefully, she separated it and braided it together into one braid. Tying it back, she nodded, approving this new change. She made to head out to the main room of her house, but a knock on her bedroom door stopped her. "Come in," she yelled out, granting approval to enter. It was her mother.

Entering, Mrs. Hofferson was quick to notice her daughter's new change. "I like what you've done with your hair, Astrid. You look so grown up."

"Thank you."

"You know, Astrid, now that you're growing up. I have a couple things that I want you to have. Why don't you wait here and I'll go get them."

Astrid's mother exited her daughter's bedroom as quickly as she had come. Taking a seat on the edge of her bed, Astrid waited for her mother to return. The wait was not long and when she arrived, Mrs. Hofferson had a metal box in her hand.

"Astrid, let me first explain a little more about the society that we have created on Berk. In our society, we have our men, such as our chief, who fight and defend the village, creating peace for those who live here. We also have some strong female Vikings known as shield-maidens. These women are brilliant and feared; they are strong and skilled with their weapons of choice. I am one of these shield-maidens, Astrid and you, with your axe-fighting skills, are on track to someday also become a shield-maiden for Berk, maybe even one of the best that the village has ever seen. The first thing that I want to give you today is a token that has been worn and passed down from shield-maiden to shield-maiden. It was my grandmother's and my mother's and mine. Now, it will be yours."

From the box in her hands, Astrid's mother pulled forth a gold band. "This is similar to the helmets you see worn by the Viking men of our village. Though Viking women can also wear helmets, only a shield-maiden can wear this band. It fits, in place of a helmet, over your forehead and clasps together on the back of your head to keep it secure. Why don't you take a look at it first and then I'll place it on for you."

The band was cold in Astrid's hands, but she was surprised by the feelings that surged through her as she held it, turning it over and over in her hands. She felt responsible; someday she would be one of those defending and protecting her home village and her family. She felt older; this was not something to be worn by a child and, even though she was only eleven, she no longer felt like a child. She felt confident and brave and everything that she continually (and silently) urged Hiccup to become. "I'd like to wear it now," she told her mother finally and the older woman who looked so much like her daughter, so much like the person Astrid wanted to someday become, stepped forward and took back the gold band.

With expert ease, Astrid's mother placed the front of the gold band on her daughter's forehead and clasped the back of it underneath Astrid's braid. Astrid loved how the band felt as it sat on her forehead. She felt so important and invincible. When she was wearing this band, nothing could stop her or bring her down. There was no way she would ever be leaving home without it. Then she remembered that her mother had said this was the first thing. Did that mean that there was more? She, honestly, did not need anything more. This was enough, but she did not want to disappoint her mother, so she asked, "You said this was the first thing that you wanted to give me. Is there more?"

"Yes. There is one more thing that I have here. Again, I have more history to explain. Before the dragons invaded our land, we were a much different society. Mind you, Astrid, this is long before I came into this world. This society dates back to the times when your great-great-great-great-great-grandparents were kids."

Astrid's jaw dropped. _**That was so long ago!**_

"We've been plagued by these dragons and their raids for 300 years, Astrid. Anyway, during these times, Vikings were known for something other than killing dragons. They were pillagers, invading far-off lands and bringing spoils of war and slaves back home to their own villages. In a land inhabited by a group of people known as the Brits, is where this object comes from." From the box, she pulled out a set of shoulder pads. They looked to be made of some sort of armor. Astrid waited as her mother explained their significance. "During one battle against these people, our ancestors defeated them and ripped the shoulders from the suits of armors they wore in the fight. When they returned home, they refashioned the pieces they had taken and these are the results. We have passed these down as well and, now, I want you to wear them, especially when you are out there during the raids."

Astrid gently took the shoulder pads from her mother and worked to position them over her shirt. "So, the Vikings of Berk, we don't do that anymore then? Invade other lands, fight their people and take their stuff, I mean."

"No, we haven't done that in over 300 years and Stoick the Vast does not appear to be too fond of restarting that old tradition…even if we do defeat the dragons. As for his successor," her voice took on a tone of disgust, just as it always did when she thought of Stoick's son, "Hiccup would definitely never lead us on such an expedition. Gods, he would get himself killed even before the ship left our docks! Honestly, I thank the gods every day that I probably won't be around when he is made chief of Berk!"

Astrid almost scowled at her mother's dislike for Hiccup._** If she would just get to know him, she'd see that he's not what she thinks he is. Although, I guess I can't really think that because even I barely know him**_. However, she did not scowl because she did not want to give her own thoughts away.

Her mother closed the box. "Well, that's all I have to pass down to you, Astrid." She made to leave, but stopped. "Oh, and since we were on the subject of growing up, I have heard talk that Trader Johann will be stopping by Berk soon. I want you to start thinking about new clothing. You'll have to see what he has, of course, but it's time you got some new clothes."

When her mother had left the room, Astrid laid back on her bed. She would get up and head out soon, but she wanted the time to take in all that she had just received and learned about. _**Think about what type of clothing I want? No need. I already know what I want**_. The last time Trader Johann had arrived in Berk, Astrid had taken a look at what he had to offer and she had found some articles of clothing that she'd immediately taken a liking to. _**I just hope they are still there when Trader Johann comes back around to Berk.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Not going to lie. I love this chapter. The things that Astrid wears are objects that I've always wanted to explore in my stories and it seemed like a good time to do it, seeing as this story is all about Astrid.<strong>

**Sorry that Hiccup was not in this chapter, but I wanted there to be some mother-daughter bonding time. It is planned that Hiccup will make an appearance in the next chapter. As for anything else, I won't say just yet because I've just started planning it. More extensive planning will happen tomorrow.**

**Next chapter: If it's not posted between 3:30 PM-9:00 PM US East Coast times, then it will not be up until Friday (probably after 2:30 PM US East Coast time)**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: December 5, 2013**


	5. Noticing The Changes

**I'm sorry, readers! The estimate that I gave for the release date of this chapter was very off. At the time, it seemed manageable, but because I'm in the process of starting a new job, I had to do a few things for that and then I worked back-to-back overnights at my other job which really took it out of me. On top of all that, I give you a chapter that is kinda like a filler. I know I say this every time, but the next chapter should pick up.**

**Review Replies:**

**Feroos: Thanks!**

**Toothless is best: Thanks! I like how it's shaping up too!**

**Guest (anonymous): I'm glad that it explains those two things. That was something I liked about the movie and wanted to explore someday. Why she (and Hiccup too) is the only Viking not to wear a traditional helmet. Hiccup, I figured, was because they didn't see him as a true Viking, but Astrid was different, so this is my theory about it. As for her shoulder pads, that was more of a spur-of-the-moment thought. Haha.**

**Guest (anonymous): I really liked writing chapter 4 and I think it really turned out well. Maybe I'll continue piecing in parts of Astrid's history throughout the story because I feel like she could have a very interesting heritage. As for Hiccup, I think the reason he didn't leave Berk to train and become stronger is because he knew that the village would brand him as a coward if he left. I dunno; it seems logical. Hiccup truly is an amazing character and a really good role model for younger viewers of the movies/TV series.**

**zorbringer: I'm thinking there will be longer chapters later on in the story. I know the special Christmas chapter is going to be a longer one. For now, my goal is to keep the chapters around 1,000-1,500 words because then I can update every day or every other day. As for the ages, I've gone back and forth about them a lot. I'm basing it on something I read where it's implied that Hiccup is about 13 in the first movie, 14 in the TV series, and 18 in the second movie. I think those are good relative numbers for this story. Being that this beginning takes place several years before the movie, the kids are 11 which still works because kids normally start to change their views on the other gender and begin developing feelings and "crushes" around ages 11-12.**

**Next chapter begins…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 5: Noticing The Changes<span>

Once the initial shock of actually receiving these prized family heirlooms (that she'd never known her family had, mind you), Astrid decided to head out into the village and find her group of friends. Reality was that she just wanted to walk through the streets and see if any of the other villagers took notice of her new appearance, including the new way that she would now be wearing her hair. The new braided look was not yet perfect; it would take several tries and probably a few months' time before it was. For now, though, it was fine.

On the way out the door, Astrid thanked her mother again and told her that she would be back sometime later. It did not take long to find her friends. It was very easy, in fact. All she'd had to do was follow the sounds of chaos and screaming. There, she found the twins and Snotlout causing havoc. _**Probably another one of their schemes. Why can't they just be normal Viking kids?**_ Nearby, she saw Fishlegs, trying to reason with them to stop their nonsense and foolishness. _**That's definitely not going to stop them**_. Stepping past Fishlegs, Astrid yelled to the troublemakers, "What are you three doing? Stop it! You're causing a scene!"

She knew that Snotlout, Ruffnut, and Tuffnut were just a little bit scared of her. They always had been, but, when she had received her axe, they had become even slightly a little bit more cautious around her. Hearing her voice, they immediately stopped and walked slowly over to where she was now standing. Astrid shook her head. _**These three are impossible**_. "Don't you ever get sick of being yelled at by Chief Stoick?

"Uncle Stoick doesn't scare me," Snotlout taunted. "How scary could he be anyway? Considering that he's Hiccup's father. I'd be more scared if I was as small as Hiccup. Uncle Stoick must look like a giant to him…although, everyone in the village must look like a giant to Hiccup." He snickered a bit as he made fun of his smaller cousin. His snickering caused the twins to snicker right along with him.

"This is not about Hiccup!" Astrid continued, angered that Snotlout would talk about his own cousin that way. "This is about you three causing problems in our village!"

"Hey, you look different today, Astrid," Tuffnut spoke up, derailing the conversation completely.

Astrid had not expected Tuffnut to be observant enough to notice the changes in her appearance. "And how exactly do I look different?" she asked, keeping her voice slightly angered to show that she was not finished with her previous conversation just yet.

"Uh…I don't know. Stop pressuring me!" he screamed out.

Astrid sighed. Leave it to Tuffnut to say just the right thing to turn attention from the conversation.

"Wait, I know. You…bathed, right?" Ruffnut spoke up.

"I am not going to answer that!" Astrid almost shrieked.

Fishlegs, who had kept quiet up until now, found his voice. "Your hair is different. It's not in two braids anymore!"

"Finally!" Astrid replied. She could not believe it had taken them that long. It was a pretty significant change.

"Whoa, what's that? It's pretty!" Ruffnut asked the other girl, pointing at the new band situated on her forehead.

"This?" Astrid replied, pointing as well. She knew that was Ruffnut was asking about, but she wanted to play it out and brag about it a little bit. "Apparently, it is a family heirloom. It's a band worn by shield-maidens. Isn't it neat?"

This explanation left the others speechless. It was Fishlegs who spoke up first. "Wow, that is so cool, Astrid!" The others began to chatter as well, complimenting Astrid's new accessories.

Astrid's friends were focused on the girl's new gold band and shoulder pads, but Astrid was not paying attention to them anymore. She was distracted by movement behind her friends. Looking closer, she saw that it was Hiccup. How long had he been standing there? What surprised her though was that he was just standing there, trying to blend in and not be noticed. Usually when she saw him, he was always hurrying off somewhere. Sometimes, he would be rushing off to his apprenticeship and, at other times, Astrid would take notice of him darting off away from the village and toward the woods. Now, though, he was doing neither. Had he heard the brief conversation they had just had about Astrid's appearance change? Had he been standing there longer, maybe even since she had met up with the group? She hadn't noticed him before, but that didn't mean anything. Hiccup had proven himself very good at slipping through crowds unnoticed.

Sensing her stare, Hiccup's gaze turned back and locked with hers. She made to take a step toward him, but her friends blocked her way and she knew that if she moved around them, they would notice Hiccup. The boy's face blanched as he continued to stare into Astrid's eyes. Backing away, he took off running away from them.

"Hey, earth to Astrid!" Tuffnut was waving his hand in front of her eyes, trying to get her attention back.

"Uh…what?" she yelled back, slightly perturbed that her thoughts were interrupted.

"Weird…since when do you just zone out? You never do that. Anyway, we were thinking about going to get some lunch," he told her, pointing to the mess hall sitting in its watchful vantage point high on the hill above the village. "You gonna join us?"

"I don't know…maybe. You all go on ahead and I'll catch up later."

No one argued with Astrid. _**They must've been hungry because as soon as they had the answer, they raced off toward the mead hall. They're either really hungry or they're turning this into another competition. Now, where did Hiccup go?**_ Astrid had seen him race off toward the woods. She wasn't surprised; the woods were a nice place to go if you need solitude and a nice quiet place to think. Taking off toward the woods, Astrid's mind raced just as fast as her legs. _**What will I say to Hiccup when I find him? I'd like to invite him to eat lunch with the group, but that would work out badly for both of us. Maybe we could just talk? Of course, I have to find him first. Where did you go, Hiccup?**_

Astrid did not venture too deeply into the woods. If there was one thing about Hiccup, it was that if he did not want to be found, no amount of searching would find him. He seemed to be an expert at disappearing and sneaking around. Walking through the outskirts of the woods, Astrid looked around every tree and behind every rock, but she caught no sights of Berk's scrawny heir. Finally, she just decided to head back to the village; this was clearly one of those times when Hiccup did not wish to be found.

Arriving back in the village, Astrid now had a new choice: go to the mead hall and eat lunch with her friends or go home and eat something later. She could only take so much time around her friends, but it was already mid-day and she was starting to get hungry. _**There's only one way to solve this!**_ Finding a stick, she placed it in the road_**. I'll spin this stick. When it stops, if it points toward Gobber's forge, I'll go home and if it points toward Hiccup's house, I'll go to the mead hall.**_ Okay….1…2…3! She spun the stick and waited. The stick spun and the cobblestones of the road helped to slow its momentum, finally bringing it to a stop. It was pointing in the direction of Gobber's forge. _**Home it is! **_She kicked the stick aside and headed back home.

* * *

><p><strong>Why did I pick those locations? If you look closely in the movie at the scene where Hiccup is stuck to Toothless and he sneaks into the forge and Astrid catches him, that she is heading home from wherever. There's a house next to the forge and it has, I believe, a Nadder head on it. (Been awhile since I watched the movie). In the TV series, it is seen that the house she lives in has that same head. Makes sense since she, most likely, would not just randomly be walking past the forge. Also in the movie, it is shown that Hiccup's house is located right next to the mead hall. This is all from memory, though, since I haven't watched the movie in awhile. If it's not correct, then, well, I guess she randomly chose the locations.<strong>

**I know that Hiccup has been kinda absent from the story these last couple chapters, but he will definitely play a larger role in the next chapter. While writing this chapter, I planned out the events that may occur in chapters 6-9. As the story progresses, I will try to do that (plan out several chapters at a time) because it will help balance out tangents and keep the story interesting for you all! Before there are any questions, this story will have many more chapters than just 9. Right now, I'm thinking it'll be over 50 and may be pushing towards 75, but we'll see as that comes.**

**Next chapter: I'm aiming to have it up sometime after 5PM Monday US East Coast time. This time, I'm allotting more time just in case life decides to throw multiple curveballs at me again like it did last time.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: December 8, 2013**


	6. Trader Johann

**I don't really have much to say. Oh wait, I do have one thing. I'll be starting a new HTTYD story soon. It will be called "Wheel in the Sky". If you're interested, feel free to check it out. I'll probably start writing up chapter one once I get this chapter posted.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Excellent question! It is actually something I learned about during student teaching. It's a computer/MS Word statistic that takes into effect paragraph length, grade-level vocabulary, grammatical accuracy, and spelling accuracy, etc. Then it gives a "grade". The grade is based on the grades of American schooling. So, the last chapter was 5.1. According to this formula, the chapter was readable (and able to be understood) by a fifth grader in their first month of school. Obviously, MS Word does not take content into mind when applying this grade. I'm not sure how low or high it ranges, but I know that my stories tend to range lower because many words (names, for instance) come up labeled as "misspelled". Also, because of dialogue, it claims I have short paragraphs or sentence fragments. The grade level is explained a little more on my profile page as well. I'm surprised that this question hasn't come up more often.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Hiccup is back in this chapter! Yay!**

_**BestFrEnemies**_**: You got it!**

**Guest (anonymous): I have noticed that a little. How he seems less stealthy after he loses his leg. Hopefully, with the improvements he makes to it in the second movie, he will be able to be stealthy again. From what I'm hearing about some of the plots in the second movie, he's going to need stealth. There is a bit of Hiccup and Astrid at the end of this chapter, but there is definitely more to come. A lot more. Stay tuned!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 6: Trader Johann<span>

It was early morning when word began to spread through town that Trader Johann's ship was spotted on the horizon. This was not unheard of; the Vikings of Berk were always excited and eager to welcome the traveler to their docks. The shouts through the village woke Astrid that morning. She was angered at first. How dare they wake her before she was ready to get up! However, when she listened and heard that Trader Johann had returned to Berk, she was quick to jump out of bed, braid her hair and put on her new gold band and shoulder pads.

Though she had received these family heirlooms from her mother a few weeks ago already, they still felt new to her. Astrid did not know how they could ever feel old; she loved wearing them both so much! Once Astrid was ready, she left her house and walked quickly to the docks. She knew better than to wait for her parents. Berk's Vikings were usually quite peaceful, but all hell broke loose when Trader Johann's ship docked on the shores. Some items were snapped up quite quickly and Astrid was on a mission; she needed those clothing items that she had seen onboard last time and, if they were still there, she would have them.

As expected, the docked ship was already crawling with Berk Vikings, all eager to see what rare treasures Trader Johann had brought this time. Astrid walked onboard without a word and walked over to the pile of clothing. Last time, she had stored the clothing that she liked in a place where she figured that only she would be able to find them. Would they still be there? Rummaging around, Astrid was pleased to find exactly what she was looking for. A blue shirt, a red skirt decorated with little skulls and spikes, and a pair of blue leggings. Originally, she had not been interested in adding in the leggings, but it can get pretty cold during Berk's winters, so she added them to her planned outfit. There were very few Vikings in the village who could wear the size of this clothing. In fact, Astrid could only think of Ruffnut who, luckily, would have no interest in this outfit. Astrid, however, would take no chances. No one else was getting these clothes. She held onto them and continued to look around the ship to see if there was anything else that happened to catch her eyes.

During her walk around the ship's deck, Astrid found a nice pair of fur-lined boots to go along with her new outfit. Satisfied, she completed her walk with a stop in the rare treasures section of the ship. This was a section that Trader Johann was always extremely proud of; stuff that was set here were things that were always quite pricey, but definitely worth the price. Maybe she could find some nice Snoggletog gifts for her parents. Berk's annual holiday (they affectionately called it "Snoggletog" which Astrid found to be a completely ridiculous name) was coming up in a couple weeks. One year, she had found a beautiful necklace consisting of a beautiful and sparkling gem on a string which Astrid had later given to her mother for her birthday.

On one of the top shelves sat a small bottle that caught Astrid's attention. She picked it up and tilted it to get a better look. It seemed to be filled with a strange black liquid. _**What is it?**_

"That's ink."

Astrid turned sharply, almost dropping the bottle in the process. The voice she had just heard, as expected, belonged to Hiccup. "Ink?"

"Yeah, it can be used for writing. Trader Johann specially wrestles it out of giant squids just for me." He laughed a little, but caught himself quickly. "It's…quite a story. You should ask him about it…sometime."

The girl was now facing Hiccup, but he was doing his best not to make direct eye contact. It must've been a nervous habit or a reflex. Astrid was naturally a confident person, but Hiccup was timid and his life thus far definitely couldn't be helping him to develop the confidence that a good Berk chief would need.

"You use this for writing?" Astrid asking, eying the bottle. Hiccup's affirmative (but still hesitant) nod confirmed something for the girl. Many Vikings on Berk never read or wrote; they had spent their lives learning to fight and had never wasted time learning such trivial skills. Being the son of the chief and next in line to be the chief one day, Hiccup was probably taught these skills as he'd grown up. Astrid's parents had always been so busy fighting in the raids that they had never taught their daughter how to read and write, but Astrid was smart and had taught herself these skills. _**Well, it's good to know that Hiccup is at least smarter than your average Viking, but, of course, I expected that. No one can be that skilled with words and not be smart enough to read and write**_.

"Uh…are you…buying that ink?" Hiccup asked her, bringing her from her thoughts.

_**He's kinda cute when he's stuttering and fumbling over his words**_. Although, considering the rest of her options, Hiccup was probably the best choice. He was definitely better than his cousin Snotlout. Gods, if she could stop Snotlout from hitting on her that would be great. He had just started doing it recently and Astrid wanted no part of it. Tuffnut wasn't as bad as Snotlout, but he was definitely just as stupid. A smart girl like her could not marry a stupid man…if she could help it. As for Fishlegs, that boy was not much different from Hiccup…except in size. If she was going to marry someone like Fishlegs, she'd rather just take Hiccup. Yes, Astrid, when deciding her options, always looked long-term; there was no way that she wanted to ever find herself locked forever into something that she did not like. "No, I still use charcoal and wood. It's yours," she told him, pushing the bottle into his hand. On the palm of his hand, she could feel hardened skin from his work at the forge. Though the skin was hard, it was still, also, surprisingly soft.

Without another word, Astrid took her new outfit up to the front of the ship where Trader Johann stood watching the Berk Vikings as they looked around at all that he had to offer. He noticed her approach and looked at what she had in her hands.

"Ah, young Astrid Hofferson. Shopping for a new style, I see." He looked through the articles of clothing she had brought forth. "This will look great on you. I'm sure of it." Giving her a price, he waited as she fished out the required Berk currency. When she had successfully paid for her new clothes, Trader Johann wished her well and hope that he would see her again next time he returned to Berk.

Astrid did not glance back to the ship or Hiccup as she walked home. She was excited to finally wear the clothing that she had found. Arriving home to an empty house, Astrid went straight to her room and shut the door. Stripping off her old clothes, she tossed them aside into a pile. Her mother would deal with them later. She always did.

The new clothes fit perfectly. Maybe tomorrow she would venture to the river in the woods to take a look at them. For now, though, from what she could see, they looked perfect. Viking women never considered themselves to look beautiful or pretty. Everything they wore and the ways they styled their hair were always done for convenience and survival in the heart of battle. However, if she could consider herself that way, Astrid would've done. She could not wait to see Hiccup's face now that her change of style was complete. He'd already seen her new hairstyle and her new heirlooms and he'd seen these clothes in her hands. Now she was ready to unveil these new clothes which gave of intimidating vibes. Ready or not, Berk, here comes the new and improved Astrid Hofferson, shieldmaiden-in-training!

* * *

><p><strong>Hey look! I got it out fairly close to when I said I would. It's only about 5 hours late, but it's still better than a being late by a day or more. Also, I have some more good news! Tentatively, I have now planned out through chapter 16 in this story. That's ten chapters from now! Therefore, I can update this story as quick as life allows. The special Christmas chapter is, at the moment, planned for three chapters from now, but this may be pushed back a bit. We'll see as time gets closer.<strong>

**So, Astrid has now fully transitioned from her appearance in the Frightmare ep (Defenders of Berk) to how she looks in the first film! And we got some more Astrid and Hiccup interaction. Successful chapter? I think so!**

**Next chapter: Currently, I'm thinking it'll probably be up Thursday after 7PM US East Coast time.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave and remember to keep a look out for Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: December 9, 2013**


	7. The Perfect Plan

**So, when I gave the estimate for the next chapter, I over-planned in hopes that I could say how early I was able to get it up for all you lovely readers. In my head, that plan worked out way better than it exactly ended up. Life threw me too many curve balls this week. Also, I got bored recently and typed up the first chapter of Wheel in the Sky. I planned out that one; it's going to be another long one. It's already bordering 50 chapters and that's not even half the proposed storyline! Anyway, that one will be up soon after this one is posted, so I hope you also check out that one!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: No problem. I'm glad that you like it!**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Yeah, I did not know about it until last spring. I mean, it doesn't add anything to the story, but I like to put it there more so as a statistical note to myself to see how I'm doing and because I'm interested to know what my chapters rate based on the formula. Haha.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I'm glad. Hopefully you'll keep saying that as the story progresses!**

_**BestFrEnemies**_**: Not a problem with that. I'm just glad to read any comments that I can get. Also, you are welcome. I figure that you all take the time to say some nice words about my chapters, so I can take some time to offer a nice reply in return.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I'm glad you loved it. This chapter will reveal a bit about what some of the others think of Astrid's new clothes.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thank you! It is fun to explore the pre-movie kids because it is an angle that Dreamworks has yet to showcase very much. Here's more awesomeness! Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 7: The Perfect Plan<span>

It was another cold day. Astrid was sure glad that she had bought her new outfit. It was a little warmer than the too-small one she had been wearing. Although, it was not that much warmer, but she had to just get used to it. Temperatures never got very warm on Berk.

The day was still young as Astrid made her way out to the main room where her mother was roasting a small breakfast for the family. There was cozy warmth in the air as Astrid took a seat to watch.

"Morning, Astrid," her mother greeted without looking back from her job. Astrid knew that if her mother had looked back, the older Hofferson would have just pursed her lips in a vain attempt to hide her discontent over Astrid's new outfit.

Astrid mumbled a greeting in reply; she was definitely not a morning person. Her mother passed her a serving of the cooked breakfast which Astrid took gratefully. Berk usually had no problems with food shortages over the extended winters, but the Viking inhabitants never took a meal for granted. There had been one winter back when Astrid was still quite small that a late-season dragon raid had set the storehouse up in flames. With little time to replenish supplies, the villagers had been forced to ration what they had managed to save. That had been an exceptionally-long winter season and much of Berk's population, especially the older Vikings, had succumbed to illness and starvation. Even young Astrid had been bed-ridden much of the season due to lack of food. She couldn't even imagine how Hiccup had fared. Although, being that he was the son of the chief and Berk's heir, he probably had been given plenty of food. Sometimes the established hierarchy could be rather unfair to those not born into the family of the chief.

As she ate her breakfast, Astrid thought about what she could do today. One thought was that she could practice her axe-throwing. There had not been a raid in a while and Astrid wanted to make sure that she was ready. Although, she'd been focusing on honing her axe-throwing skills a lot lately, so she should definitely be ready for the next dragon raid. What else could she practice? That was when a thought came to her. It was a horribly wicked thought, but it would be hilariously awesome if she could execute it just perfectly. Yes, that was what she would do. There was plenty of freshly-fallen snow and she was bound to find her friends out and about somewhere.

Finishing her breakfast quickly, she headed outside without stating her destination. By now, her parents were accustomed to her leaving. In fact, it was expected that, even despite the cold, most Vikings would spend their days out and about the village. First thing that Astrid had to do to successfully execute this perfect plan would be to find her friends…but be sure that they didn't find her. Today's skill-building exercise would test both her stealth and her speed.

Astrid moved swiftly through the village. Using logic, she reasoned that her friends would be hanging around together so she would probably find them as a group…which was exactly what she wanted. Just as she figured, she found them not long after. Now was her chance…and she was not holding back. Soundlessly, she gripped some of the freshly-fallen snow and began to pack it between her hands. Before she could make another move, Astrid's trained ears picked up on sounds behind her and she stopped suddenly. It sounded as though the person was trying to be stealthy but failing miserably. Chancing a glance backward, Astrid saw Hiccup. _**Should've guessed. That kid couldn't be stealthy if his life depended on it**_. Astrid's muscles tensed when she realized that if Hiccup were to get much closer whilst making so much noise, her perfect plan might be ruined. There would be a higher chance that even her thick-brained friends would realize what she was about to do. She could not let that happen.

She was quick to turn and pin Hiccup to the side of the house where she was hiding. This movement was so quick that Astrid could see the shock and surprise on Hiccup's face. Apparently, he had not expected her to catch him sneaking up on her. Did he even realize that he never had a chance to sneak up on her, not with the way he was making so much noise while trudging through the snow?

Now what was she going to do? There was no way Astrid could accurately and perfectly execute her original plan as long as she had to keep track of Hiccup, especially knowing how skilled he was at slipping away and evading those who went to look for him. It seemed there was no other choice; she would have to ask him to join her. Gods knew that he needed the stealth practice anyway…especially after she had just so easily caught him sneaking up to her. "What were you doing sneaking up on me, Hiccup?" Astrid growled, still slightly angered that he had broken her concentration. "Why are you even here?" She had not wanted her words to sound so harsh, but she was quick to anger, especially when something so perfect was so easily ruined…or almost ruined.

"Well…uh…I saw you here and…um…wondered what you were…doing," he stuttered out in reply. His left hand went to the back of his neck and he fidgeted with some of the hair that was growing out there. Astrid could see that it was a nervous habit and it just served to make him cuter. How could she ever stay angry with him? But she had to; he had messed up her timing.

Sighing, Astrid straightened more as she made her decision. "Well then, if you wanted to know that badly, then you can join me," she told him, matter-of-factly.

She could see that Hiccup did not really wish to do this and his next words solidified this assumption. "And…um…if I refuse?"

"Let's just say that I will drag you back to my house, grab that lovely axe you fashioned for me, and hack you pieces," she replied with a small innocent smile. Truth was that she would never do that to poor little Hiccup, but he didn't know that. Astrid knew that she could make threats like this (even if she had no intention to ever follow through with them) to Hiccup. For one thing, he would never turn her in to his father; he was much too intimidated by the chief. Second, what good would that have done him anyway? He even knew that the villagers did not believe him to be worth all that much to the prosperity of Berk. Most, in fact, wondered how the small boy had managed to survive this long.

He gulped, fearful. "Okay…what exactly are we…doing?"

The time for idle chit-chat was over. Astrid explained to her new companion the plan that she had come up with prior to catching him sneaking up on her. As she continued to detail her plan, Astrid watched the expressions on Hiccup's face. At first, she could tell that he was very wary about joining her (and probably only agreed because of the "threat" she had just made). As she continued to explain, she watched the tension fade and, what looked to be, a light of excitement begin to shine in his big green eyes. "Okay, that's all you'll need to know. Do you understand, Hiccup?"

There was no hesitation in Hiccup's voice as he replied. "I've got it. This sounds like fun. Let's do it!"

* * *

><p><strong>Originally this chapter and the next were going to be one, but it got to be too long, so I split it up. Also, the special "Snoggletog chapter" will, most likely be posted as chapter 10. That's the current plan. So…what is Astrid (and now Hiccup as well) involved in and what will become of it? All will be revealed in chapter 8!<strong>

**Next chapter: I'm aiming, this time, to have the next chapter posted Wednesday after 9PM US East Coast time.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave (and keep a look out for Wheel in the Sky, if you're interested!).**

**Posted: December 14, 2013**


	8. Guilty

**Glad to see that everyone enjoyed the last chapter. In my original storyline, that scene (and this one, as well) never actually existed. However, when I needed a bridge between two events, it was perfect. Time to find out what is going on with Astrid and Hiccup and how they fare in Astrid's plan.**

**Review replies:**

_**MechWarriorANON**_**: Yeah, the grade level system is pretty weird. I've had one of my chapters (for another story) rank as low as 3.9 and others rank as high as 6.0. Even when I think it's going to be higher, it isn't. A snowball fight, you say? Hmm…sounds like fun!**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks! Also, thanks for reading Wheel in the Sky. Hope you like that one too!**

_**D (anonymous)**_**: You are indeed welcome. I hope that you found (and enjoyed) Wheel in the Sky!**

_**BestFrEnemies**_**: Yes, so evil! Of course, we all know Astrid and this is her plan.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Maybe…guess you'll just have to read and see! Thanks! I'm glad that you like it.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Great question! What I was going for there is to say that most of the villagers were underfed during the shortage. Hiccup and his father had enough food, but it still wasn't all that much. I hope that made sense because it does in my head, but somehow I feel like I failed at explaining it in writing. Here's the next update!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 8: Guilty<span>

Berk was usually quite a boring little village. At least, that's what Astrid thought. All the Vikings, solely focused on the day's tasks, would bustle through the village with no concerns outside of the work that they had to get done before the daylight faded away once again. Today, though, she would spruce up this daily routine; her plan would finally break the Berkians from their boring and way too regular schedules.

Astrid had instructed Hiccup to find another hiding place (without alerting the group of other kids their age of his nearby presence). Surrounding herself, Astrid had placed plenty of frozen ammunition, but it still would not be enough. She needed more because, in the midst of her plan, there would not be ample to time reload. Now to wait until her friends approached her hiding spot. It would not be long now; she could already hear them. Of course, they were loud enough to be heard from quite a distance.

As she waited, Astrid couldn't help but feel a little bad for Hiccup. For the plan, Astrid had opted to seek out her group of friends and had placed Hiccup so that he would be in the optimum spot to nail villagers traveling about the square. Perhaps she should've taken that spot. Should anything happen, Hiccup was less likely to receive as much verbal lashing from the kids as he would from the villagers. _**He'll be fine**_, she reasoned with herself, _**he's good at disappearing and evading those who are looking for him**_. The more Astrid thought about it, though, she wasn't so sure. _**Although, is he still that good if he is under pressure?**_

Finally, her friends were in-range. Now was the time. Astrid could only hope that her aim was perfectly accurate. Picking up one of her pre-made ammunitions, Astrid set her sights on her target and fired. As expected, she hit Tuffnut right where she had planned, his left cheek right below his eye. _**Perfect!**_

"Ow,ow! I'm hurt! Oh, I'm very much hurt!" the male twin moaned out, dramatic as always.

Not giving the group time to think about what might have just caused Tuffnut's seemingly random outburst, Astrid picked up another of her packaged snowballs and fired, nailing Snotlout right in the face. If she could've laughed without giving away her location, she would have. From the angle that the snowball had been thrown, it was logical to think that Ruffnut could have thrown it and hit Snotlout. Astrid watched as the enraged Snotlout quickly packed together a snowball and hastily threw it at Ruffnut who ducked out of the way. Instead of hitting Ruffnut, Snotlout's snowball hit Fishlegs. Soon, an all-out, revenge-fueled snowball fight had begun between Astrid's four friends. This was not her intended result, but she was satisfied. _**Now to find Hiccup.**_

Creeping backwards, she took off in the opposite direction of her friends. When she was certain that she was out of their line of sight (not like it would probably matter since they were much too busy fighting each other at that moment), Astrid returned to the main road and continued on her path to where she told Hiccup to hide.

Approaching the spot, she saw a gathered crowd. _**This can't be good**_. Pushing her way through the crowd, Astrid saw the hulking form of Stoick the Vast. In the large chief's grasp, held tightly by the shirt, was Hiccup._**Yep, definitely not good.**_

"What do you have to say for yourself, Hiccup?" the chief's voice boomed. Even from her distance, Astrid could feel the sound in addition to hearing it. She could not even imagine how Hiccup must've felt.

"How could I have known there was a rock in that…?"

"Why were you throwing balls of snow in the first place?" his father scolded in his loud and extremely intimidating voice.

Astrid was taken aback. It was very unlike Hiccup to stand up to his father like this. Was he finally starting to become braver? As Astrid, unseen, watched the scene, she noticed a cut on the chief's face. _**Hiccup, how do you pack a rock into a snowball? Didn't you feel it?**_

Stoick placed his son back down on his feet and gave him a shove that looked to be none-too-gentle. "Home. Now."

Hiccup stood rooted to the spot for a moment and Astrid could see that he felt conflicted. Then, before anyone could catch him, he split through the gathered crowd and bolted into the woods.

"Shouldn't someone go after him?" Astrid heard Spitelout, Snotlout's annoying and overly-arrogant father, speak up regarding Hiccup's disappearance. _**Geez, I would hate to have him for an uncle…or Snotlout as a cousin, for that matter.**_

"No, leave him. At least when he's out there, we can be sure that the village will remain safely in one piece." The chief sighed, a sound that, to Astrid, sounded very dramatic. "As for the rest of you," he addressed the crowd, "what are you even still doing here? Move along and get back to work! There's nothing to see here," he scolded them for their staring. It almost sounded like he was berating them as he would his own son. The crowd quickly dispersed; they all knew not to mess with or challenge their chief when he was angry.

As the village returned to normal, Astrid couldn't help but look back to the woods. She wanted to find Hiccup. She wanted to ask him if he was feeling okay. She wanted to apologize for even putting him into that situation. However, she didn't. Astrid turned and headed back to her home because she knew that she was probably the last person that Hiccup wanted to see and talk to right now. Sighing, she hung her head all the way home. _**I'm sorry, Hiccup. This is completely my fault. Please be okay.**_

* * *

><p><strong>I must not be very good with this whole suspense thing because both of my lovely reviewers who made predictions guessed correctly about two separate events from the chapter. Trust me, this was all planned.<strong>

**Gods, Christmas is coming so quickly! Well, the special Snoggletog chapter is two chapters away. Being that it's only the 18th, I should have it posted right before the holiday to get you all in that festive and cheerful mood!**

**Next chapter: Currently, I am aiming for Saturday night around 8PM US East Coast time. By the way, in case any of you are hanging on and waiting right for the minute, I was, in fact, able to post this chapter up several hours earlier than predicted. You're welcome.**

**Wheel in the Sky: If you're reading that story too, thank you. I will do all that officially in the chapter. However, I do want to say that I am planning to have the next chapter of that one up Saturday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: December 18, 2013**


	9. Astrid's First Raid

**I have decided to write up this chapter ahead of schedule because the new trailer was made available online. If you don't mind the major spoiler, you should totally go check it out. There is a spoiler-free one, but it's kinda lame. You can't just cut out the spoiler scenes; it breaks the continuity of the trailer! Anyways...can it be June yet?**

**Review Replies:**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thanks! Here's the next chapter.**

**_Toothless is best_****: Yep, you were one of the two who guessed something that happened in the last chapter. Haha, yeah, poor kid, he just can never get a break!**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Well, Astrid doesn't know where he went so that didn't make the chapter, but, as narrator, I know. Cue the evil laughter. Seriously, though, he doesn't go too far into the woods (because he'd never find his way back). In a few chapters, we'll see where he goes.**

**_BestFrEnemies_****: Good question! Yes, Astrid's opinions of Hiccup will change throughout the story, but the changes will (for the most part) happen gradually. Here's the next chapter!**

**_Gryffindor4Life_****: You bet there will be more! Lots more! This is going to be a pretty long story. Hope you stick around! Haha.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Of course he can't. It just wouldn't be a story if Hiccup did…but yeah, poor Hiccup. Yes, what will Astrid do, indeed? Well, guess we can now find out!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 9: Astrid's First Raid<span>

Birthdays in Berk were not a huge deal. Why celebrate that you have become a year older? That's not to say that they didn't celebrate them. Berk Vikings found any excuse possible to celebrate with mugs full of mead and ale. For instance, after a dragon raid, if the Vikings were successful at turning away the dragons without too much destruction and loss, Stoick the Vast would lead them all to the mead hall for an all-night drink fest. Of course, Astrid never participated in those; she'd have to get home so her parents did not become suspicious that she had not been safe and secure at home. However, in regards to birthdays, aging was not a reason to set aside all the day's work. That was reserved for only one day: Snoggletog. This was why on the day of Astrid's 12th birthday she woke up and carried on with her normal daily activities. She did not expect any special words or well wishes from her friends (which was good because they didn't say anything anyway). There would be a special dinner at home that night, she knew, but she expected no more than that.

To be honest, though, being 12 was no different than being 11. Astrid felt just the same waking up that morning as she had when she went to bed last night. Though she didn't feel any different, Astrid knew that she was one year closer (and one year away) from officially entering dragon training.

It had been a few months now since Astrid's parents had told her that she could help out with some of the minor tasks during dragon raids. It had also been about that long since the last dragon raid had occurred. Of course the dragons chose now to take a break from raiding Berk. Astrid wanted to get out there and help out, but, no, the dragons didn't seem to want to raid now. That was just her luck. Soon…there would be another raid soon. She could just feel it…or was that just false hope?

Sure she was a little nervous about helping out during the raids. Who wouldn't be? Raids were dangerous and there was never any guarantee that anyone would make it out of them alive. However, all she had to do was remember that her group of friends would also be helping out and she would feel better. Besides, she, Astrid Hofferson, was set to become the best fighter in their upcoming dragon training class (because, seriously, who from her friends…and Hiccup, she guessed, could possibly beat her?) so there was no reason why she couldn't perform these minor tasks such as putting out fires and delivering weapons to the fighting Vikings. Despite her nervousness, all Astrid wanted was to help out at the raids. If only she could have known how soon it would be before her wish would come true.

It was a few months after Astrid's twelfth birthday when the dragons again returned to Berk to wage war on its Viking residents and take their livestock. Astrid was ready. Her axe hung on her bedroom wall where she could easily grab it before running out into the streets with her parents. Though she would not actually be doing any combat, Astrid definitely did not want to leave herself unarmed. That was a sure way to be killed. At least if she had her axe, Astrid had a fighting chance.

Near one of the water stations, Astrid found her friends. So they would all be putting out fires. That was fine by her because Astrid knew that someday she would be fighting the beasts. Grabbing a water pail, Astrid filled it up and took off to find a fire not being tended to yet. The filled pail was heavy in her still-small hands, but Astrid would not let herself drop it. This was her first chance and she refused to fail.

Finding an abandoned and burning house, Astrid swiftly approached. One bucket full of water was not going to entirely put out the flames, but she knew where the house was located and she would quickly return with another and another until the flames had ceased. Before she could toss the water at the flames, though, Astrid was stopped by a feeling. Someone or something was nearby. Astrid's breathing clenched in her throat and the bucket slipped from her hand which instinctively went to her back where her axe was secured. Taking light footsteps, Astrid brought herself closer to where she felt another's presence. _**Where are you?**_

A sound alerted her and she pulled her axe into a fighting stance. _**What is it? A Nadder or a Nightmare? Maybe a Zippleback? Probably a Gronckle**_. Lost in her thoughts, Astrid had not noticed that the very object of her thoughts had approached her until she felt its hot breath on her face. It was definitely a dragon. Even with the reflections of the village torches, Astrid could not see the dragon. That was strange. Usually, in the torchlight, she could see all the breeds from the usual four types of dragons that would normally raid the village. This time, though, all Astrid saw was a pair of green eyes._** It can't be…can it? **_No Viking could prove the existence of this type of dragon; none had ever seen. Not that Astrid could actually see it either, but she knew it was there…that it existed.

Fear had brought tears to her eyes and she swiped them away. She was a Viking and this dragon had sought her out. She may not have any experience and training, but this was self-defense. It was fight or die and Astrid refused to die this way_**. Go for the throat. All vital bloodlines connect at the throat.**_ She swung her axe and, though she couldn't see it, she felt the hit connect and heard the roar of pain from the beast.

Astrid, still new to the battlefield, heard the sound and cringed. _**No, I don't care that it's hurting. It shouldn't be here in Berk. My parents will be proud to hear that I sliced the neck of this dragon without any training.**_

"L-Leave her alone!" came the hesitant yell of Hiccup from somewhere behind the dragon.

_**Wait…Stoick the Vast actually let Hiccup out during a dragon raid. I would've thought he'd keep the boy locked in their house!**_

In his hands, Hiccup held two bola weapons. _**No, he's not seriously going to fight this dragon, is he?**_

It quickly became clear that Hiccup could not aim at all. He threw both weapons at the same time…and both completely missed the dragon. How that happened, Astrid would never know? It wasn't a small target. Instead, the bola weapons secured themselves both around Astrid's small body. One locked her upper torso and the other her legs. No longer able to balance, she dropped to the ground, hard_**. Because this totally makes sense, Hiccup. Miss the large target right in front of you, but hit the small one a distance away!**_

Now weaponless, Hiccup could only watch as the dragon turned its attention to him. "No! Please don't hurt me!" he screeched out, bringing his hands up to his face. _**As if that's going to help!**_ Astrid could've laughed. "Somebody, help me!" he screeched out, louder.

His cries must have been heard because chief Stoick appeared and looked upon the scene. How it must've looked! Astrid, bound, on the street and Hiccup, his son, about to become a mysterious dragon's dinner. Immediately, the chief burst into action and the dragon, seemingly intimidated by this large new person, took off into the night's sky, blending into the darkness around it.

"Hiccup, you were supposed to stay inside!" the chief yelled, apparently forgetting that Astrid was still there. If she had a choice, she definitely would not be intruding on their conversation.

In the torchlight, though, Astrid caught sight of Hiccup's face and the shadows that fell across it. It must hurt him to not say anything back, to just explain his actions. _**Come on, Hiccup. Just tell him what you're thinking. Nothing's going to hurt you the way those words do when they settle beneath your skin. You keep them inside where there's no sunlight and you're letting the shadows win. I can see them on your face. Hiccup, just say those words and explain to your father about what just happened here!**_

As always, chief Stoick did not give Hiccup the time to even consider the words he would need for explanations. "Get home now before you cause any more messes."

Hiccup made to follow obediently, but he stopped. "I…I will. Just…one minute." He walked over to Astrid and drew a small dagger from his waistband. In that very instant, Astrid almost understood how the dragons felt when they were trapped and Viking warriors approached with weapons much more intimidating.

Kneeling down, Hiccup sliced through the bola ropes that bound Astrid. "I'm sorry," he whispered. "I…I didn't mean to…to hit you with these." The task complete, Hiccup returned his small weapon to his waistband and ran off in the direction of his house, Stoick leaving too after he was sure that Hiccup was doing as he'd been instructed.

Though she was now officially freed from the ropes that had bound her, Astrid continued to lie on the road and stare up at the night sky that was now full of retreating dragons. Just her luck. This was the first time she could actually help out and she spent the whole raid being startled by that mysterious dragon and then, due to Hiccup's misthrow, bound in dragon fighting weapons. _**I should go**_, she knew. _**I should go home**_. Astrid did not want to celebrate with her parents and the other Vikings in the mead hall. She had seen what the drinks they down can do; even the sanest of Vikings driven temporarily mad after drinking that stuff. However, Astrid couldn't stop replaying the recently-ended events in her head. The mysterious dragon and Hiccup's attempts to be a hero…neither felt real.

Picking herself up from the ground, Astrid began the walk home. As she walked, her thoughts brought her to the almost-fight between her and the dragon. _**Why did I hesitate when I sliced its throat? I had it; I could have finished it off! Could this…no, it couldn't mean that I'm not cut out to fight for Berk! I have to be the top student in dragon training and I can't let emotion stop me. Emotions have no place on the battlefield; showing emotion is something that only weak Vikings do and that will not be me! I will not disgrace my family name! Next time, next time for sure. Yes, I will kill the next dragon that attacks me!**_

* * *

><p><strong>And thus a new Astrid is born! I envision this ending scene as the moment when Astrid puts her childhood behind her and moves on toward becoming a fighter, a true Viking. Hope you all enjoyed the longer chapter! Next up is the special Snoggletog chapter (which will still be canon to the story).<strong>

**Next chapter: Right now, I'm thinking that, at the earliest, the next chapter will be up on Monday after 4PM US East Coast time, but it could be up on Christmas Eve day as well if I get busy on Monday. As long as it's up before Christmas, it'll work. Darn, I planned that well. Haha.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: December 21, 2013**


	10. Snoggletog

**It's here! The special (and canon!) Snoggletog chapter! I even managed to get it up early for all of you! Although, it would've been up even earlier if my freaking Microsoft Word wouldn't have kept freezing. I seriously typed this introduction up three times because I lost it each time the program crashed. This time I actually remembered "the golden rule of MS Word" (Save often!). Anyway, I hope that this chapter gets you all feeling festive and cheerful for the holiday season!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Yes, it's amazing that Hiccup managed to mess that up so badly. Poor Hiccup. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks! Yes, very awkward for Hiccup. Good thing Stoick did not make him explain why Astrid was bound in those bola weapons. Haha.**

_**randomreader WITH a profile**_**: That dragon? It was some just random dragon that they don't really know much about…yeah, it may have been…Haha.**

_**BestFrEnemies**_**: Thanks!**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Ah yes, what will they do for Snoggletog? Let's find out!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 10: Snoggletog<span>

Snoggletog is a day that all Vikings on Berk looked forward to each year. It was the one day when they could take a break from all normal daily functions and just relax. It was the only holiday that Berkians celebrated. Birthdays were important too, but getting older was no excuse to just drop everything and slack off for a day. Of course, the Vikings had no control over the dragon raids; these were the only things that could ever disturb this holiday. All Vikings, regardless of age, were expected to partake in the festivities on Snoggletog which, to Astrid Hofferson's dismay, always included drinking. There was always an abundance of mead and ale on that night each year.

When Astrid was younger, she had made excuses as to why she could not partake in the drink-fest. Of course, as she grew older, expectations changed. Her excuses began to fall on deaf ears. To not drink the mead and ale was cowardly. Astrid refused to accept that label; she still had her pride. Instead she found creative ways to dispose of the nasty drinks. Last year had been a close call; she'd almost gotten caught. Because of that, Astrid knew that everyone would be more likely to watch her closer this year. She could not chance it this year; she would have to drink the mead and ale.

The first was not quite as bad as she'd remembered. Astrid's parents had told her that mead and ale were two drinks that you just learned to like over time. They called them "acquired tastes". Maybe if she kept drinking, Astrid figured, she would finally learn to like these drinks.

Two drinks later, Astrid could not remember why she'd ever thought mead and ale tasted bad. She couldn't remember a lot of things, actually. Was her memory always this bad? It didn't matter. All that mattered was drinking.

Two more drinks...or was it three more? It was more than one, but Astrid had started to lose track. She now knew why everyone loved mead and ale so much. How could she hate something that made her feel so good? She felt more social than usual and found herself randomly joining groups of Vikings that she'd only ever seen in passing. Despite not knowing them all that well, Astrid found that she could talk to them as easily as she could to her friends. They seemed to be the same way to her.

Eventually, though, she knew that she should be heading home. It was getting to be late and, even though it was a holiday, she did not want her parents to be upset; today was supposed to be joyous, after all. On the way out of the hall, Astrid's still-blurry vision caught sight of movement in the shadows. Her reflexes kicked in (though definitely not as well as usual) and she slowly stumbled toward the shadows near the door.

When she made it to the shadows, she saw that she had arrived too late. The person had moved on, probably left the hall. Forgetting about the near-encounter, Astrid, with a little difficulty, pulled open the heavy front door and trudged out into the thick snow.

She made to walk down the steps on the high hill, but she was stopped when she found her path blocked by a small obstacle. Hiccup. He must've been the person she had seen stalking in the shadows of the hall. _**Why is he not inside, out of this cold, and enjoying the party?**_

As carefully as she could (considering that she could not even walk in a straight line at the moment), Astrid walked down to where the boy sat and took a seat beside him.

Her distracted eyes caught the glint of snowflakes that had fallen and become stuck in Hiccup's auburn hair. Could he be any cuter?

Somehow, he had not yet noticed her presence. His eyes were focused, instead, out over the village.

"Hiccup?" Astrid addressed him, causing him to start slightly. He did not return the greeting and Astrid took a seat beside him. "Why are you out here alone? You could be in the warm mead hall with everyone else."

Looking away, Hiccup mumbled, "I'd rather be out here."

"Why?" Astrid wondered, truly curious.

"Why is this so important to you? I mean, I don't even really know you!"

Though Astrid was still not quite thinking clearly, she could sense some anger present in the boy's voice. _**Why did that simple question anger him so much?**_ "Astrid Hofferson. Now will you answer my question?" Her words came out very slurred and Astrid was certain that Hiccup could tell that she was not quite in her right mind.

"Well, I don't want to," Hiccup began, his voice distant as if he was just speaking his thoughts aloud to no one, "because...well, I guess because I just wouldn't belong there. Why pretend to celebrate today with the very same Vikings who will ignore me and berate me tomorrow? It's just...not worth it."

Astrid was saddened to finally hear these intimate thoughts. Of course Hiccup would know how the Berk Vikings feel about him, but...still... _**If he would just speak up and tell them, maybe there will be change. Maybe not, but there's always a chance.**_ Her thoughts were so jumbled and she knew it was from all that she had just drunk. The mead and ale clouded her thoughts and loosened her lips. Before she could stop herself, Astrid was speaking her own innermost thoughts aloud. "Ya know...I like you, Hiccup. I mean, I...like that you're different. We need more...unique Vikings here on Berk." The slurring and fast pace (with the occasional short pause) of her speech did little to hinder Astrid from telling Hiccup exactly how she felt. "I just want to see you be brave! The rest of the villagers do too. You have so much to offer and think of what you could do if you just speak up and say what's on your mind!"

The air between them fell silent. For moments, the only sounds were the hoots and hollers and cheers from the mead hall as the party within continued. When it became clear that Hiccup would not be offering a suitable answer, Astrid excused herself and headed for home, stumbling around Hiccup's still and silent form on the way down the steps. At home, Astrid went right to bed that night, finally feeling run-down and sluggish (probably from all those drinks).

Waking up the next morning, the first thing Astrid noticed was the massive headache. It felt as though the mighty Thor was pounding his hammer Mjölnir against the inside of her head. Memories from last night were scattered and very fuzzy. However, the longer she lay, staring at the ceiling, the more that came back to her. That was right. She had downed much more ale and mead than she would've like. It had messed with her mind. Strangely, while trying to recall her memory of the night before, there came a point, after she had downed quite a few mugs, when she could no longer remember and no amount of time spent pondering it would help. _**Oh, Odin, I really hope that I didn't say or do anything that I'll regret later!**_

* * *

><p><strong>I apologize for the shortness of this chapter. It was actually entirely written on my iPhone and I didn't have a word counter. It looked long on there, but I guess it really wasn't. Anyway, I hope that you enjoyed!<strong>

**Next chapter: Right now, I'm thinking that chapter 11 won't be posted until after Christmas. Maybe Thursday night after 10PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: December 23, 2013**


	11. Hiccup's Hideaway

**I hope everyone had a wonderful holiday season. Though it's late, I've got the next chapter for you all. Enjoy!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks! Wait no longer because the next chapter is here!**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Great question! The current storyline is at a little less than a year until the start of the movie's plot. In my plans, it looks like we'll be hitting the events of the movie within the next ten chapters. Then, when we hit the movie, I will be mixing original ideas (scenes not showcased in the movie) with the movie scenes.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Well, since this story will line up with the movie, the ending events will be quite similar and, of course, Astrid will be so proud of Hiccup for finally being brave. That's the "dumbed-down" version. Specifics will come later.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Let's just say that from the moment I chose to include a festive (Snoggletog) chapter, those events were to be what occurred. Yes, that chapter and the opinions of Astrid will have some impact on Hiccup and his outlook on life now, but we'll have to just keep reading to see.**

**_BestFrEnemies_****: I'm glad that you enjoyed the special chapter. When you reviewed, I'd already had this chapter complete. The only reason I didn't have it posted was because I completed it late last night and was too tired to deal with all the technicalities on this site. It's up now, though. Also, thanks! I hope you had a great Christmas too (if you celebrate).**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 11: Hiccup's Hideaway<span>

Astrid had not seen or heard from Hiccup since Snoggletog…that is, if she had seen him on Snoggletog. Strangely, Astrid still could not recall half of what had happened that night. Reputation or not, she would definitely not be drinking mead or ale again for a very long time. Not knowing what had occurred that night, though, Astrid was unsure if she wanted to be near Hiccup again. What if she had done something or said something to embarrass herself in front of him? Gods, she wished that she could remember what had happened on Snoggletog!

She knew that she should not dwell on such thoughts, but Astrid couldn't help it; they weighed on her mind throughout the day. What she should have been focusing her thoughts on, Astrid knew, was the upcoming start to dragon training. It was less than a year away now! The current class was just finishing up; soon, they would be picking another top student to kill his or her first dragon in the arena while the entire village spectated. This year, Astrid was determined to watch without emotion because, she knew, next year, that would be her down in the arena while the villagers cheered her on! Once that student and the rest of the class completed the training, there would be a couple months break and then the new class would begin, the one in which she would be a participant!

So many thoughts ran through Astrid's mind and kept her up at night. There were thoughts of anxiety and longing for the start of dragon training. There were thoughts of nervousness for this as well. Most of the thoughts that circled through her head, though, were about Hiccup. Astrid thought about how she felt for him and how she so desperately wished to tell him, but did not want to risk the thoughts and whispered conversations of the rest of her tribe if they ever learned how she felt or her hopes that she could, one day, be friends with Hiccup.

Finally figuring that she would not be getting any more sleep that night, Astrid rose from her bed. _**Might as well just go out to the woods. I could probably use this time to work on my axe-throwing and aim. **_She tied her hair back in its usual braid. As she did this, Astrid thought back to when she had first started wearing her hair this way. At first, it had been hard to do this and her braid had often turned out looking messy and knotted. After several tries, her hair had adjusted to the new style and Astrid had adjusted to creating the look. Now, it looked as natural as the braided pigtails she had worn for many years. When she was finally ready, donned in her prized family heirlooms and hair braided, Astrid grabbed her axe from where it hung near her bed and quietly left the house.

Judging by the color of the sky, the sun would be coming up soon, probably within the hour. By the time she made it to the woods, there should be enough light to see her targets, the unsuspecting trees. Entering the woods, Astrid felt along the trunks of the trees. She was looking for her favorite clearing, a place she had found by chance and now chose to come back to each time she took target practice. The trees in this clearing were notched with marks from her sharp axe. Although, it wasn't as sharp as usual. She'd have to take it to Hiccup in the forge…but, of course, that would mean having to see him. On second thought, maybe she would just wait a bit. _**It's still sharp enough to slice. It'll be fine.**_

After some trial, Astrid's rough hands found the trunks of the trees in her favorite clearing. Brandishing her axe, Astrid allowed herself to fall into a fighting stance. The tree in front of her became a dragon and she the close-ranged warrior. _**You don't stand a chance!**_

Over and over again, Astrid, with her trusty axe, attacked the "dragons" that circled her. When it seemed she had added a new notch to all of the surrounding trees, Astrid lowered her axe and took a seat on the cold and snowy ground. She knew that later she would regret having sat in the snow, but for now it helped her to cool the fire that burned in her chest. Astrid sat there in the snow, listening to the woodland sounds around her as her breathing and heart rate slowed to their normal paces. As she listened, though, she heard sounds that belonged not to the woods. It sounded like…snow crunching under a pair of boots, Viking boots.

Peeking out from behind a large rock, Astrid caught sight of Hiccup, walking with his head down, through the woods. He seemed preoccupied, lost in thought as he moved branches aside. Where is he going? Stealthily and silently, Astrid trailed Hiccup deeper into the woods. As Astrid watched, Hiccup reached a point where the ground seemed to drop off. Keeping her distance just in case Hiccup chose to turn back, Astrid waited. _**Now what are you going to do, Hiccup?**_ To her amazement, Hiccup found a new path that seemed to lead down further. _**How did he know about that? Is this where he comes when he runs from the village?**_ Now, Astrid was even more curious. _**What is down there? You can't escape, Hiccup. I will find out what is going on!**_

Carefully and as quietly as she could be, Astrid found the path that Hiccup had taken and followed it, weaving down the hill into a calm cove. Astrid had never seen such a place in these woods. _**How did Hiccup find this?**_There was a still lake and that was where Astrid found Hiccup. He was sitting on a rock and, in his hand, he held a stick which he was using to draw ripples into the otherwise-tranquil lake.

The scene was lovely and Astrid felt as though she could stand there and watch it forever. Hiccup, for once, looked at peace and content. The surroundings were picturesque. Yes, Astrid could definitely see why he would choose to spend his alone time here. However, Astrid was definitely not the most patient person and it felt wrong to just eavesdrop on Hiccup. He deserved to at least know that she was here, that she had followed him to this beautiful place.

Stepping out, she approached the lake and the boy. As she got closer, she noticed that he still had yet to notice her presence. If she knew Hiccup, she could probably guess that he was so deep in thought and reflection that he had inadvertently blocked out all the natural sounds around him. How easy it would be for Astrid to just walk away and pretend as though she had never followed Hiccup, never found this place! Astrid refused to back down; she would stand her ground and not back down or give into her doubts. Yes, she would make herself known. Softly, so as not to startle the boy too much, Astrid whispered her greeting. "Hiccup?"

* * *

><p><strong>Originally, again, this and the next chapter were going to be one, but my original plans for chapter 12 looked pretty shallow, so I decided to add the second part to that as a transition.<strong>

**Next chapter: Currently, I'm going to aim for Monday around 8PM US East Coast time. One more chapter before the New Year!**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: December 28, 2013**


	12. Friends?

**I apologize for the extended wait for this chapter. I had hoped to have it out before the New Year. My reasoning…well, you see…sometime next week I'm going to see Frozen! … And I kinda forgot about this fandom in all my excitement. Sorry, guys. Once I see that movie, I'll get over it and come right back here. In June, the roles will be reversed because the new HTTYD movie will finally be here. Okay…enough rant. You all probably didn't read this anyway. Haha.**

**Also, just a note for readers of this story who also are reading Wheel in the Sky. Yes, WitS was updated around the same time as this story. Chapter 4 is up. The site took forever (about 13 hours) to post it and it seemed that the only ones who could read it were those who either have followed or faved the story. So, please, by all means, go check out chapter 4 of Wheel in the Sky if you have not already. Trust me, you will not be disappointed!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, it seemed natural for Hiccup to find that place even before finding Toothless there. Besides, it's a great setting for this next chapter! Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks!**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks!**

_**Toothless is best**_**: "Alone time"…hmm…let's see what can be done.**

**_BestFrEnemies_****: I am truly sorry for this long wait. Hopefully the chapter makes up for it.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 12: Friends?<span>

Hiccup jerked his head up sharply as he heard the soft call of his name. "A-Astrid? What…what are you doing here?" he asked, stuttering slightly in nervousness.

_**What is he nervous about anyway? That his hideaway has been found or that it was me who found it? **_"Yeah, well about that. I was out here working on axe throwing," she told him, holding up her axe to show that she was not making up a story. She dropped it again and continued, "I happened to notice you walking through the woods and I kinda followed you here. What is this place anyway?"

"It's…it's just a cove that I found, " Hiccup replied, returning his gaze back down to the lake that he had been staring at before Astrid had made her presence known to him.

"It's…pretty. Do you mind if I stay here with you for a bit?" Astrid asked him, letting a bit of her softer side escape. Sure she had tried to develop her personality to match that of the warrior that Berk would someday want, but, she was not that person yet. _**It'll be okay to drop that tough persona…just for a little bit…and only for Hiccup.**_

There was no reply from Hiccup, but Astrid's senses caught the small nod of his head. _**If he doesn't want me here, he'll find a way to disappear; he's good at that**_, Astrid reasoned as she moved to take a seat beside him. Neither Viking spoke. Astrid stared out across the lake while Hiccup continued to draw ripples with his stick. This silence could not last forever and, to Astrid's surprise, it was Hiccup who spoke up first.

"Why did you stay?"

His voice was so soft that Astrid could barely hear him. If it wasn't for her inherent shieldmaiden senses, Astrid was certain that she wouldn't have heard Hiccup's simple question. "What do you mean, Hiccup?"

He continued to draw ripples in the otherwise-still water of the lake as he elaborated his question. "If anyone else had found me or even followed me here, they never would have taken the time to tell me…and they definitely would not have wanted to stay here like you are doing now. Anyone else would've done that…so…why didn't you?"

Astrid sighed, looking up to the sky as she debated what to say, how much of her inner thoughts and feelings she should admit to Hiccup right now in answer to his question. Shifting her gaze back down to her rippling reflection in the lake, she replied, "Because I'm different. I am me and nobody else. Besides, if I did that, who would you be able to talk to?" Seeing that Hiccup was about to reply, probably to claim that he was fine, Astrid spoke again before he could, "And don't tell me that you're fine all alone. Everyone needs someone to talk to at one point or another throughout their lives."

There was silence as Hiccup continued to drag his stick through the lake waters. _**He knows that he is defeated. He knows that he can't argue with me about this.**_ "Yeah, I guess you're right," Hiccup replied softly with a sigh.

"Hiccup, there's something that I've been meaning to say to you," Astrid continued. It was only fair that Hiccup be made aware of what Astrid had been thinking about for several months and now seemed like as good a time as any to bring it up to him. Hiccup stopped drawing ripples in the water and just let his stick hang out into the lake as he waited to hear what Astrid had to say. "I've been thinking and…I'd really like it if we could be friends, you know. It just seems like…you'd get lonely being by yourself all the time and…I feel kinda bad that you're always ignored or…" she stopped, abruptly. She'd been about to say "looked down upon" but how could she say that nicely to Hiccup…even if he already knew it to be true. "Well…what do you say? Wanna be friends?" she finished, opting just to not even continue with what she had been saying before; her point had already been made anyway.

It took some time for Hiccup to answer this question. _**He needs to debate such a question?**_ Astrid did not understand how he must feel. She couldn't understand; her life thus far had been easy…well, easier than Hiccup's.

"You…really want to be my friend?"

"Yes, so…" Astrid prompted, waiting for his reply.

"O-okay." Hiccup did not look at Astrid when he finally answered her question. Instead, he returned to dragging his stick through the lake.

Astrid was glad that they could be friends and she knew that Hiccup would be too, in time. She could've sat there with Hiccup for the rest of the day, taking the time to learn more about him…but she couldn't. It was then that she remembered what today was. Today was the day that the elder would choose between the top two students in this year's dragon training class. The student picked by the elder would then go on to slay his or her first dragon in front of the entire village. If she missed today, her parents would most likely take notice and then they would make her say what she had been doing "that was so much more important!"…and Astrid definitely did not want to answer that question.

Rising quickly, Astrid made to leave the cove without a word, but then she remembered something. She turned back to Hiccup and made sure that she had his attention before continuing. "Listen, we may be friends now, but if the rest of the village knows, my reputation will plummet. This is our secret, got it? While in the village, don't expect me to acknowledge anything you say to me…so don't even try. Out here in the woods, though, we'll be the best of friends." Not even waiting for Hiccup's reply (_**he'll agree regardless; that's just who he is**_), Astrid ran into the woods to return to the village. From behind her, she heard the sound of something hitting the lake and beginning to sink, but she did not turn back to clarify what had just happened.

By the time Astrid made it to the arena, a crowd had already begun to form. Astrid pushed her way to the front, so she could watch without her view being constricted. She did not bother looking for her parents. Berk was a small village and she need not worry about getting lost, especially having lived her for her whole twelve years thus far.

This year, the top two students were a tall and bulky boy whom Astrid had seen but could not name and a girl who Astrid knew to be Fishlegs's older sister. Both gave it their all and Astrid could see that Gothi, the village elder, had a hard time picking the top student this year. Throughout the showdown, Astrid found Hiccup seated beside his father up in the special section of the arena. Most years, Hiccup would be there, but Astrid could tell that he wished he wasn't; he had always looked overly scared even despite being seated in one of the safest areas of the arena. This year, however, Hiccup was watching and he would occasionally put his head down and scribble in his little book that he usually kept in his fur vest. _**Hiccup's…taking notes? Who, besides him, would've ever thought to do something like that?**_ Finally, once the fight had drawn to a close and Gothi'd had time to think about her choice, it was decided that the winner (and one who would be killing his/her first dragon in front of the entire village) would be Fishlegs's sister.

"To the mead hall! This calls for a celebration!" Chief Stoick announced, leading the Vikings to yet another drink-fest. _**I am definitely sitting this one out.**_ Astrid walked the streets alone, heading the opposite way of everyone else. She preferred a secluded cliff to the crowded mead hall anyway. Despite the distance, she could hear the shouting and cheers. _**Either someone left the door open or they are louder than usual!**_Night was beginning to blanket the sky again. Days on Berk were never all that long and another was coming to a close. She sat and watched the sun dip closer to the horizon. Sunsets on Berk were pretty and, some nights, when the sky had completely darkened, the shimmering and dancing lights of color would shine their show down for the Vikings of Berk to gaze at in amazement. Astrid hoped this would be one of those nights.

Astrid waited, watching the sky for the lights. As she sat atop the high cliff, she noticed a slight movement in the dark waters far below. Those who did not work to develop their fighter instincts may never have caught it. There were ships moving down below. _**Wait, ships? Shouldn't all the fishing boats be docked by now?**_ She scanned the darkness where the waters were located, but she spied no more movement. _**Was it just a trick?**_ The girl did not know, but she was not usually wrong when it came to things that were picked up by her senses.

Before finding the ships that she was looking for, Astrid's attention was diverted by the sound of rushing air. Looking up, she saw a Monstrous Nightmare. _**Just one? Maybe it's going to pass over Berk and there won't be a full raid tonight.**_ Staring at the massive dragon above her, Astrid could see moving silhouettes behind it. _**Of course…**_ Taking off in a run, Astrid propelled herself toward the mead hall to ready the warriors of the village.

The hall was just up ahead. She kept her pace. _**If I can get there quickly, that should reduce the amount of destruction**_. Although, then she remembered the state of most of the Vikings tonight. _**Maybe not…**_Up ahead stood the heavy (and closed) doors of the mead hall…she was so close. Taking a deep breath, Astrid ran the final distance and, with great effort, pushed the doors open.

To get the attention of the Vikings in the hall, Astrid had to shout at the top of her voice. "Dragon raid!" Luckily, she managed to get the attention of the village chief and Stoick took it from there.

"Battle stations! Let's go!" he yelled out. No one ever disagreed with Chief Stoick…except, perhaps, Hiccup, but he was Hiccup. That didn't exactly count. The hall cleared quickly as the Vikings inside rushed to get their personal weapons or pick up some from Gobber's forge.

It was not long before the only ones left in the hall were Hiccup and Astrid. Because they were alone, Astrid ran up to her new friend. As she approached, she noticed that his expression was not the usual one he would wear on the nights of dragon raids. He did not look meek and scared. Instead, he looked confident and determined. _**This is Hiccup, isn't it?**_ Astrid had to check again before speaking. "Hiccup…you're not actually…"

"Yes," he replied, apparently not even needing to hear what Astrid was going to say. "I'm…I'm not afraid."

The stutter in Hiccup's voice alerted Astrid that he was just putting on an act, but she moved aside. He'd never be able to prove himself if she didn't let him try now. "O-Okay…just…be careful, alright?"

Hiccup gave her a small smile. "Always." Then, he took off out into the flame-lit streets without waiting for Astrid to follow. Astrid did not see him the rest of the night as she completed her usual jobs. Ever since that first night, she'd had no trouble doing so. With each passing raid, Astrid could feel her excitement mount. Nervousness for the start of dragon training only came around when she had time to really think about it. In the heat of the raid, there was no anxiety; there was only determination and anticipation. Tonight, she barely even saw her friends except briefly at the water bucket filling stations. There were an increase of buildings needing their structures to be doused; it kept them all quite busy, so busy, in fact, that Astrid was not even aware that the fighting Vikings had driven the devilish beasts away until she heard the cheering from the village center. _**Wait…there weren't any disasters!**_ Astrid observed_**. Does that mean that Hiccup managed to show the village that he is capable of doing something during these raids?**_ Gods, she hoped so…for Hiccup's sake, of course.

Finishing the last building and confident that the fire would not restart, Astrid tossed the bucket aside and walked quickly to the village square. By the time she arrived, Chief Stoick was just finishing up his report from the raid and was preparing to lead everyone back to the mead hall. Somehow, Astrid managed to find her parents in the crowd and she pushed her way to stand next to them. She walked with them toward the mead hall though she intended to head for home. First, though, she had to know the answer to the question that continued to plague her thoughts. "Did either of you two see Hiccup out there…during the raid?" _**I hope that didn't sound too urgent. Please tell me that they only think I'm asking this question out of curiosity!**_

"Him? No! Thank the Gods! Why would you ask, Astrid?" her mother answered without hesitation.

"I was just…impressed that we were so successful at getting rid of those dragons. Now, I see why…because Hiccup wasn't there to screw it up again," Astrid lied. She did not like lying to her parents, but there was no way that she could allow them to know the truth. They'd probably disown her…or worse. What could even be worse than that?!

"Astrid, are you coming to celebrate with us and the rest of the villagers?" her father asked her.

She had guessed this question would be coming and prepared her answer. "Actually, I'm kinda tired. It's been a bit of a long day. I'm just going to go on home and get to sleep early. Guess I'll see you both tomorrow."

Breaking away, Astrid headed home. As she walked, her mind thought of Hiccup. He had looked so determined leaving that mead hall tonight. Astrid had been so certain that, with his newfound confidence, Hiccup would show everyone. Yes, it was a good thing that he had not messed up anything, yet, she felt so sorry for him. He clearly wanted to show everyone tonight that he could be successful, but no one was there to witness it happen and they'd never believe him if he told them._** Will Hiccup ever show them all how good he is, how brave I know he can be?**_

* * *

><p><strong>Well…that kinda felt like an outpouring of words. There was just so much that needed to be said before the chapter could end. For those who'd been asking for longer chapters, you're welcome.<strong>

**Next chapter: Because we all know how accurate these "predictions" can be….yeah…well, I'll make one anyway, I suppose. If I had to guess right now, I'd say the next chapter will be out next Wednesday after 7 PM US East Coast time.**

**As always, thank you for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave. I look forward to your continued support as we begin 2014. Thanks, everyone!**

**Posted: January 3, 2014**


	13. Mysterious Visitor

**See, I told you that I'll be better at updating this story. Last week was just busy. Anyway, back to the story. We are rapidly approaching the movie storyline. That will start around chapter 20 and then there will be…I dunno, maybe 40 or so chapters from there. Yes, this will be my longest story to-date. I hope you all are excited, because I am!**

**Review Replies:**

**BestFrEnemies: Let's just say that Hiccup fought bravely…without messing anything up…in a highly-secluded area (at the time) of the village. So no one knows that he is capable yet. They still think he's useless.**

**Toothless is best: What gave it away? … I mean, something bad. Oh no! Haha.**

**Ferdoos: Thanks!**

**Guest (anonymous): That is definitely a popular question. Yeah, I pretty much saw Hiccup last chapter as fighting bravely, but doing so in a secluded area. Of course, because it was so secluded, there weren't many dragons either. Maybe a few Terrors and we all know how dangerous they are! Yeah…not so much. Just pesky…and cute. Haha.**

**snoopykid: Thanks! Let's see what I can come up with. Haha.**

**Also, before I get to the next chapter, I got an excellent question from SkyHighFan about chapter 1 when Astrid is trying to figure out the name of the boy whom we later learn to be Hiccup and she asks the rest of the kids her age if they know who he is. The simple answer is that, yes, Snotlout does know that Hiccup is the blacksmith's apprentice. However, he is not there with them at the time. It is only Ruffnut, Tuffnut, and Fishlegs. Recall, that Astrid says that Snotlout is always "most likely hiding under his bed". Good question, though, because when I read back through the chapter, I had to think about that myself. It isn't explicitly stated. If anyone else ever has questions about the chapter or story, don't be afraid to ask. I love answering questions about my work!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 13: Mysterious Visitor<span>

Today was an important day on the island of Berk. It was on this day when a new young Viking had a chance to show off her skills before the entire village. As much as Astrid wished she was this girl, she knew that next year it would be her, so she could wait one more year. Besides, Fishlegs's older sister, from what Astrid knew of her, was actually well-deserving of this honor anyway. It should prove to be quite interesting.

The chief stepped onto his platform and quieted the crowd, a difficult task as everyone was excited and eager to watch the match that would soon begin. "Today is a remarkable day for all of Berk. As chief of our tribe, I officially welcome you. Shortly, our dragon training champion, Brynhild Ingermann, will enter the arena and we will begin!"

Down below, the gate began to rise and a tall blonde teenager, muscular for her age, stepped out and waved to the gathered crowd above her. A wide smile donned her face; she looked, Astrid observed, completely confident. Once Brynhild had entered the arena, the gatekeepers lowered the gate. Now the dragon would not be able to leave…and neither would the champion, not until she had successfully killed that dragon. Out of the way, an assembly of weapons stood. Brynhild could pick up new weapons throughout the solitary battle, but she wanted to make sure that she was armed prior to the release of the dragon. All eyes were on her as she grabbed a shield and a long sword so sharp that it glinted in the afternoon sun. _**Did Hiccup create that weapon?**_ Astrid wondered as she watched.

Below in the bowels of the arena, Astrid saw Brynhild take a deep breath, probably to calm the nerves that were surely rushing through her, before briefly lifting her gaze to lock with Chief Stoick's eyes. "I'm ready."

As the gate that held the dragon captive began to raise, Astrid caught a small movement. It was the glint of the sun bouncing off the shiny (and undoubtedly sharp) weapon in Brynhild's hand. Whether the small movement originated from nervousness or the brisk air of yet another cold afternoon on Berk, Astrid would never know. _**Did anyone else catch that movement or just me?**_ Soon enough these thoughts were forgotten as the match began. The air around the arena tensed and not a gaze faltered. In matches such as this, sometimes even blinking could cause spectators to miss a crucial moment. Astrid did chance a quick glance up to the chief's chair, expecting not to see Hiccup seated beside him. Most years, Hiccup would find a reason not to be in attendance and, Astrid suspected, he always claimed to be sick. This year, however, there he was. He still looked a bit pale, but Astrid guessed that he was just frightened.

Turning her attention back to the action far below, Astrid's heart began to beat faster as the battle between maiden and beast intensified. Brynhild stood alone, staring down the Monstrous Nightmare before her. Every year, the final dragon was always a Monstrous Nightmare, but there was a reason. It was said, in the village lore, that only the best Vikings would go after this dragon due to its nasty habit of setting itself on fire. Astrid was certain that if the village were ever to capture a Night Fury, the ultimate prize, that would be the dragon that the training champion would face (and kill) alone.

By now, the Nightmare had lit itself on fire and, even from way above the arena floor, Astrid could feel that heat it was giving up. _**Well, that will definitely complicate things for Brynhild. She can't use her sword or else it may start to melt like in the forge when Hiccup shapes those weapons. Her only chance is to wait for the Nightmare's fire to burn out; it can't stay like that forever. Then, while it's weakened, she can strike and run her sword right through its heart.**_

The Nightmare approached Brynhild with unrivaled speed and the girl barely had enough time to dodge. Spectators gasped in unison at the close encounter but broke into cheers and applause when they noticed that their champion had brushed past the dragon resulting in only a few minor burns on her arms.

_**Too bad they don't have a water source down in the arena. Water douses fire. She'll just have to wait until the dragon burns itself out**_. Astrid continued to analyze, debating strategies that she would use next year. Although, it might be easier with her trusty axe in her hands…maybe not, but who really knows anyway. While analyzing the situation playing out below her, Astrid lost track of the battle that raged between the Viking girl and Monstrous Nightmare. As Astrid turned her attention back to the fight, she saw that the dragon seemed to have finally exhausted all of its firepower. This is almost over now. This year I will be strong and watch the kill. I will not shy away and hide my eyes. It is important to watch.

Brynhild smirked, knowing that she had won. The smirk combined with the glint of the metal sword to give the older girl a most menacing look indeed. Mercilessly, she drove the blade straight through the heart of the dragon and Astrid did not turn away. She watched as Brynhild slid the sword back out through the inflicted wound. The dragon fell, sliding to the ground where it took its final breaths as its blood stained the arena floor. Still Astrid kept her eyes fixed. Even as the Viking spectators around her began to cheer, Astrid's focus never strayed from the now-dead dragon on the floor. Soon, Gobber and some of the other adult men would cart the body away and, most likely, dispose of it into the cold unfeeling waters that surrounded Berk. The arena was beginning to clear out. It wouldn't be long until it stood empty and ominous; the rest of the villagers would be heading to the village square where the celebrations would begin. Looking up to the high chair where Chief Stoick, Hiccup, and Gobber were seated, Astrid found the section to be empty. Something inside her, some instinctive reaction, told her that Hiccup would not be found at the celebrations, so, as Astrid left the arena, she headed toward the woods. _**He's probably in that cove. This is usually not Hiccup's favorite time of the year so he's probably taking this time to just be alone in silent reflection.**_

Astrid had not gone all that far into the woods when she heard voices. She had not been prepared and this caused her to slightly lose her footing, but she did not fall to the ground. Swiftly, Astrid recovered and dove into the brush and foliage, using it as a cover to crawl closer to the sound.

"What…what is going on? Why are you following me?" Astrid recognized this soft voice immediately. It was Hiccup. Though he was trying to sound brave, his voice diminished in volume and, by the end, Astrid could barely make out his words.

"I have heard of your troubles, Hiccup. You don't belong here and you don't fit in. That's why I'm here." To Astrid, this voice sounded so sinister and fake. _**Hiccup can't seriously be falling for this! Who is this guy anyway?**_ "I could use someone of your…size where I am from. Why don't you join me and leave Berk?"

"Wait!" Astrid heard Hiccup say and she could just imagine him throwing his hands out in front of him as a visual representation of what he had just said. "How exactly is it that you know my name and I don't know you at all? Who are you?"

Now that was a question to which Astrid was eager to know the answer. She listened closer, careful to not disturb the nearby branches.

"Who am I? Well, I'll tell you, boy. My name…is Alvin."

_**Alvin? Okay…wait a minute! Alvin. Oh no. This is not good!**_

* * *

><p><strong>Well, yes, this originally wasn't a two-parter either, but things got shifted in my timeline for the story and it makes it better for this to be a two-part chapter. Anyone catch the new ep of Defenders of Berk yet? I did not, so no spoilers!<strong>

**Oh, next chapter of this story (and probably next chapter of Wheel in the Sky), I have a very important announcement for you all! Get pumped!**

**Next chapter: Currently, I'm going to shoot for Sunday after 5PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: January 10, 2014**


	14. To Outcast Island

**You know what? I like you all too much to leave you waiting for too horribly long on that cliffhanger. So…Hiccup, Alvin…and Astrid! What will happen? We shall see…but first!**

**Special announcement: If you also read Wheel in the Sky, you may have seen this announcement already...if you read to the end of the story (which I hope you did cause I would be sad if you missed this). Anyway…** **I have started the process of creating a new Astrid-centric story! It is based on the song "Let It Go" from Frozen and focuses on the hardships of a young princess who must confirm to the social norms of her position. Trust me, the story will be much better than I have made it sound. Anyone interested in seeing this story posted in the (perhaps!) near future?**

**An added special announcement (that even Wheel in the Sky readers have not seen yet): I have started the process of creating another story focusing on a HTTYD character that I don't usually write about. It is called "The Chief's Heir" and it loosely based on the movie "The Lion King". Anyone interested in seeing this story posted in the (perhaps!) near future?**

**Review Replies:**

**_snoopykid_****: Hmm…yes, what will Astrid do about it? Well, let's find out.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Yep! Major cliffhanger alert! Well, for last chapter, that is.**

**I won't leave you all waiting any longer! Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 14: To Outcast Island<span>

_**Alvin! This must be Alvin the Treacherous, leader of The Outcasts, from all those stories I have heard. He's even proven, in battle, to be a match for Stoick the Vast. Oh man**_. Astrid thought back to the night on the cliff when she'd thought she had seen ships out on the waters surrounding Berk. _**So I wasn't imagining it! I knew I'd seen ships and they weren't fishing boats. They were Outcast ships! Be careful, Hiccup!**_

"Ah, come on, Hiccup. Stories of your…troubles have even reached me all the way out on my home island. If you come with me, your life will get better. Trust me."

_**This is repulsing. He's lying through his teeth; anyone could tell that. Hiccup is perceptive. There's no way that he's buying anything Alvin is saying!**_ Alvin's voice sounded so greasy but smooth. This conniving man had done his fair share of lying and it was quite evident.

Looking closer, Astrid tried to see Hiccup's face to get an idea of the thoughts that might be running through his head. When Astrid did, from her vantage point through the bushes, get a glimpse of Hiccup's expression, she was so shocked that she almost gasped at the sight. Doubt was present on his face. He was clearly conflicted by this offer. _**Hiccup, it's a trap! Is your life that horrible that you would seriously consider this?!**_

"I…well…" Astrid saw Hiccup look away, turning his face to the ground. "No." His answer was firm as he shifted his gaze back to the big man in front of him. "I won't do it! I've heard about you. You're the leader of the Outcasts. You're treacherous. You fought my father and you would love nothing more than to take over Berk and add this territory to your 'rule'. I refuse to be part of it!"

Astrid blinked, taken aback. She had rarely ever seen Hiccup be this assertive. Had he ever used this much force when giving an answer? The concealed girl was not sure. It was almost as if he felt no fear. _**Way to go, Hiccup! I knew you could stand up to him! Now, run, get out of here!**_

Hiccup made to leave and return to the village, but, to Astrid's horror, he was stopped as Alvin roughly grabbed his arm. "You had your chance, boy, but, regardless of what I said, this is not a choice. There was an easy way and a hard way to this, but either way, you are coming back with me and my men to Outcast Island!"

From where she was crouched, Astrid could see Hiccup squirm and try to escape, but he was no match for Alvin, who was at least double his size. Though Hiccup made it difficult, Alvin, with the assistance of several of his men, managed to tie up Hiccup's hands and leash him up like Berk Vikings did when they dragged in a new dragon prisoner for their training classes. "Back to the ships!" Alvin ordered, his voice low and sinister, "We have what we came here for." He moved his face closer to Hiccup's frightened one. "When your dear father comes to save you…" he stopped abruptly and made a slashing motion across his own throat, the universal symbol for "he doesn't stand a chance" and then he continued, "Then, when he's gone, Berk will be mine!" Alvin drew his sword from his holster and used to coax Hiccup to walk and to push him along when he refused. "It is in your best interests to do as I order. If you do, I will not kill you, but, if you anger me, you will surely die." His whisper was low, but Astrid could hear it and it sent a chill running through her spine.

Astrid was stunned by Hiccup's resilience. She knew that he should be frightened (and he probably was), but his outward appearance was calm as he did as Alvin had ordered. However, she could not stay and ponder this; she had to get back to the village and alert Chief Stoick and the others. Making sure that the enemy and Hiccup were far enough away to not hear her footsteps, Astrid picked herself from the ground and raced back to the village. As soon as she arrived back at the village, Astrid immediately sought out Hiccup's father. After some trial and error, she did manage to find him. "Chief!" she called and immediately gripped his attention.

"Astrid, what troubles you?"

_**How can I phrase this?**_ she wondered, briefly, but there wasn't time, so she threw caution to the wind and told the leader what she had just seen. "Well…actually, it's your son! I saw Alvin the Treacherous capture him! He's planning to take Hiccup back to Outcast Island and use him as bait to get to you!"

A silence fell between them before Stoick burst out laughing. "Good one. Now, what trouble has Hiccup gotten himself into this time?"

Astrid's mouth dropped open in shock. _**Hiccup is being forcefully taken by Alvin the Treacherous and the boy's father is laughing about it! What kind of cruel and twisted world is this?**_ Either Stoick was really dense or he really did not care at all about his son's well-being. "Sir, if you don't mind, this is really urgent. Your son is in serious trouble…and you're laughing about it?"

Stoick seem seemed unfazed by this as he put a hand on Astrid's shoulder and gave her a small smile. "Berk is the safest it's been in centuries. There's no way that even someone like Alvin the Treacherous could get onto this island without someone seeing…"

Astrid shut her eyes and gave herself a brief amount of time to calm down. _**This is no time to get worked up. Actually, there's no time to even be here now. If the Chief won't help me, then I'll have to go save Hiccup myself!**_ Shrugging Stoick's hand from her shoulder, Astrid took off running back into the woods from which she had recently come. _**Alvin's ships are stationed out by the beach on the other side of the island. I have to reach there before they can get too far away. If they start sailing back to Outcast Island, there's no way that I'll ever catch them. However, if they're not already too far from shore, I might be able to…yes, that must work because there's not much else I can do otherwise. Please, Odin, let me make it there in time!**_

* * *

><p><strong>Yeah, this is now the first arc of the story. Just because I think prolonging it a bit is for the best. Welcome all to the "Hiccup and the Outcasts" arc. It will be at least another chapter, maybe two, in length. I just feel this is best so as not to rush it, but I promise not drag it on either.<strong>

**Next chapter: (Cause these "predictions" are so accurate…NOT! Anyway…) I'm going to guess, right now, to have next chapter up on Friday after 11 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave.**

**Posted: January 15, 2014**


	15. Saving Hiccup

**Ah…I don't have much to say. I said it all in the last chapter's A/N. So, we'll get right back into the arc. Enjoy!**

**Review Replies:**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thanks! I'm glad that you like the story.**

**_snoopykid_****: Yes, how will Astrid save Hiccup? Does she even have a plan? All will (maybe!) be revealed in this chapter.**

**_BestFrEnemies_****: Nervousness? From the last chapter? If that's so, then I'm doing my job well! Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 15: Saving Hiccup<span>

The beach was just ahead and Astrid could see the end of the tree line. When she arrived at the spot where the beach met the woods, Astrid took cover behind a tree to listen and observe. _**If I can just figure out what their plans are, I can come up with one of my own!**_

They were down there on the beach, not far from Astrid's hiding place. Alvin and some of his underlings, along with Hiccup who was down on his knees in the sand; they were all there, but what were they waiting for? Astrid looked back at Hiccup. He looked fine for now, no worse than when she'd last seen him, but he had his head down as if he was quietly thinking of all the places he'd rather be or all the people that he'd rather be with at that moment.

There was a part of Astrid's mind that wanted to throw all caution to the wind and run in with her trusty axe in hand. However, the sensible and perceptive part of her mind kept this option from fully coming to play. _**If I just go running out there with no plan, I will surely be outnumbered and easily overpowered by the Outcasts! No, I have to really think this through!**_ This didn't help her anger as she saw Alvin force Hiccup to his feet and drag him to the water's edge.

"Get in the boat, boy! We head for the ships!" The second command was clearly directed to his men.

_**So that's it. They're going to row that small boat to their ships which are hiding out there behind the rocks. Now…how to stop them?**_ The only thing Astrid had with her was her axe. Her plan would most definitely have to involve that…seeing how it was the only weapon she had at her disposal. A crazy idea began to form. _**Could this possibly work? Only one way to find out!**_

Before Astrid set her plan into motion, she looked out to the small boat. _**Good. Alvin and his men are facing out toward the water.**_ The only person facing backward was Hiccup and Astrid knew she could convince him to keep quiet about her presence. She ran out from her cover and onto the beach. As Astrid approached the water's edge, she judged the distance of the boat and compared it to her abilities_**. It's going to have to be quite a throw…and super accurate. Well…if I can't do this, then I won't make much of a warrior when it comes time for dragon training. I need to find just the right spot.**_ She scanned the rickety boat. _**How that thing is still afloat, I'll never know.**_ There, surprisingly still within throwing distance, was a spot that looked to be hastily patched. _**If I can split that spot open just a little more, I can sink that little boat and while the Outcasts are disoriented, I'll quickly swim in there, grab Hiccup and my axe, and get back to shore. This may not succeed, but I have to make it work because it's the only option I've got to save Hiccup!**_

Looking up and across the water again, Astrid saw Hiccup notice her presence. Before his sudden amazement could alert the Outcast guards, Astrid locked eyes with Hiccup and put a finger to her lips. The boy knew what that sign meant and kept quiet, waiting. Astrid's heart beat faster as she slipped her axe from the harness that fastened it behind her and up her back._** I only have one shot. This is what all my training has led me too. I can't miss this target!**_

Sweat pooled in her hands and Astrid could feel the handle of her axe slipping. She was not used to the pressure of an accurate throw; never before in her training had she needed to be completely accurate. Instead, while training with the trees, she would praise herself on how many notches she could make in the bark. _**No, I must not crack under this pressure! Hiccup is counting on me to get him out of this!**_ This was easier said than done, though, as she could feel the sweat dripping down her face. She wiped it away with the back of her axe-free hand and focused her attention back on that one little spot that was slowly sailing further out of range.

Pulling her arm back, Astrid threw all the force she needed into her practice swing as she let the axe fly. All the nervousness disappeared as she watched the axe soar swift and sure into the calculated spot, splitting the hastily-patched wood boards just enough to let water begin to pool in the bottom of the boat. It did not take long for the Outcasts to notice. "What the-? I told you to patch this thing up, Savage!" Alvin barked, directing his anger at the Outcast who appeared to be his second-in-command.

"We did patch it up, Alvin."

Astrid watched the Outcasts grab pails and vainly attempt to displace the water from the boat. She could've laughed at their foolishness, but there was not time. Hiccup would not be able to swim with his hands tied as they were, so once that boat sunk, she would have a very short window of time to grab Hiccup before either he drowned or the Outcasts became oriented enough to realize their surroundings and the need to reach the surface. The boat was starting to sink into the abyss and that was Astrid's cue; the Outcasts were too preoccupied with trying to save themselves from drowning to notice her presence anyway.

Swimming was another skill on which Astrid could compliment herself. Although, it was not all that useful on Berk; it was usually way too cold to swim and Vikings who did could guarantee themselves instant frostbite and imminent death. Sure, the threat was still there, but adrenaline propelled Astrid forward. She heard not the screaming and fighting of the Outcasts or the scared soft sounds from Hiccup. No, she focused on pulling herself through the water and closer to Hiccup.

The boat was sinking fast and it became a race against time for Astrid. She had almost reached the boat when it and the people in it made the final dive down into the cold waters. So far, Astrid's plan was working perfectly. When she had finally made it to the approximate spot where the boat had been, Astrid sucked in a large gulp of air and dipped below the surface. The water surrounding her was murky, stirred up by the sinking wooden debris of the boat. Finally, she caught sight of a flash of green. _**Hiccup's tunic! There he is!**_ Astrid swam closer and searched for the rope "leash" the Outcasts had made. If she could grab that, it would be easier to get Hiccup back to shore. Pushing her hands through the water, Astrid finally felt the rough scratch of the rope and grabbed onto it. Astrid could feel her supply of air running out fast and the blackness curling at the edges of her vision only served to prove it. She had to hurry; if she blacked out here, her planning would've been for nothing because Hiccup would surely die and she probably would too. Ready to swim up toward the surface, Astrid was stopped by a glint that caught her eyes. There, not too far away, was the board where her axe was lodged. She couldn't just leave it. No, Hiccup had crafted that beautiful work of metal and there was no way that she would let it just rust alone here. Reaching the axe, Astrid tried, with her one free hand, to pry it from the boards, but it was, surprisingly, lodged in there pretty deep. Placing her boots on the side of the boat to allow her to pull more forcefully, Astrid was finally able to slip the axe from the wood and she kicked off toward the surface with the rope in one hand and her axe in the other.

As soon as Astrid's head broke the surface of the waters, she sucked in breaths of air, letting them wash through her body and replenish its need. Quickly, she slipped her axe back into its harness and pulled Hiccup's head up over the surface too so that he could also supply himself with the air he so desperately needed. She was met with a startling and frightening realization; Hiccup was unconscious and not breathing. _**No…no! I have to get Hiccup back to shore as quickly as possible.**_

It was difficult to swim while dragging Hiccup, but Astrid managed to make it work; although, it was at a much slower pace than she liked. Once she made it to shore, Astrid, as carefully as she could possibly be, dragged Hiccup away from the water's edge and laid him down flat on his back. She was not a healer, but there was no time to get him to Berk's healer, Gothi. No, Hiccup would most certainly die during the trip back to the village; she had to find a way to get him to breathe. Placing her ear to his chest, Astrid heard the soft beating of Hiccup's heart. _**Okay…think Astrid…think…wait! **_She looked out to the waters from which they had just emerged. _**He must've accidentally swallowed some of the water. I just need to get him to cough up the water and then he should go back to breathing normally. Now…how do I get him to do that?**_ Astrid's surroundings faded away and all her focus lay on the boy in front of her. She pressed her hands into Hiccup's chest, trying to force it to reject the water that she knew was collected inside._** I can get Hiccup to breathe again. I know I can. I just can't give up.**_

After a few minutes, Astrid came to the harsh realization that pressing hard on Hiccup's chest was not as effective at helping him to cough up the water as she had hoped. From out in the waters, she could hear the sounds of the distant Outcasts. It sounded as though they could not swim and they could barely keep themselves afloat. Good. That would buy Astrid a little more time to help Hiccup regain consciousness. _**This has to work. I have no other options.**_ She pressed harder, but not hard enough to break the delicate bones in his chest. Finally, she heard a groan as Hiccup awoke and turned to his side, coughing up the water that had been stuck in his chest.

Once all the water was gone from his chest, Hiccup rolled back over to stare at the skies. He just lay there, breathing like it was the most precious thing to him and, right now, Astrid could understand, seeing as how just recently he had been greatly deprived of it. Finally, he seemed to notice Astrid's presence. "A-Astrid? What's going on?" Before she could answer, he tried to move his hands and found them still tied. "Why are my hands still tied?"

In all her haste to make sure that Hiccup lived through this ordeal, Astrid had forgotten to untie the rope around his wrists. "Sorry." Looking out at the water, she could see some of the more agile Outcasts were working to get them all back on shore…and they looked mighty angry, a bloodlust reflected in their eyes. "There's not much time. Hold very still Hiccup." She approached and again slipped her axe from its harness. Astrid saw Hiccup's worried expression, but he did not move and Astrid ran the tip of her axe along the rope until it frayed enough for Hiccup to slip his hands from its grasp. Seeing that the Outcasts were approaching the beach, Astrid helped Hiccup to stand and, together, they started running back to the village. The two young Vikings had not gotten far, however, when Astrid noticed Hiccup's pace beginning to slow_**. That's right. He's probably going to have a difficult time running now after being deprived of air underwater. **_They stopped briefly and Astrid helped Hiccup to situate himself on her back so that she could run and carry him the rest of the way._**Thank Gods, he's only about 90 pounds. If Hiccup were much heavier, this would never work**_! Of course, this slowed her down a little and she had to be sure that Hiccup did not move too much or he would have a nice big axe slice right across his chest.

Alvin and his men had made it to shore and were hot on the heels of Astrid and Hiccup. Luckily, the village was just up ahead. Astrid broke through the tree line at a full run and sped into the village, catching the attention of everyone nearby. When they grew quiet, the rest of the villagers seemed to take notice and came over to see what all the commotion or, rather, the lack of commotion was all about.

All eyes focused on Astrid, but, just as she was about to explain, Tuffnut burst out in snide laughter and announced loudly to everyone, "Astrid likes Hiccup the Useless!"

The comment (and the way Tuffnut had expressed it) was so juvenile, but then Astrid remembered that she was carrying Hiccup on her back. The secret friendship between Astrid and Hiccup had been exposed. _**Well, it was great while it lasted. Now what am I going to do…and how am I going to get myself out of this?**_

* * *

><p><strong>Ah, poor Astrid…it was bound to get out eventually, though. What will she do…and how will she get herself out of that? This and more will be coming right up in chapter 16!<strong>

**Next chapter: Well, this week will be a bit busy for me as I will be working my second job every night, but I will attempt (do my best) to have the next chapter up, let's say, Thursday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**As always, thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: January 19, 2014**


	16. Battle Between Leaders

**So…I had this chapter all finished yesterday morning, but I did not get around to posting it. Although, I have a reason. Instead of posting it up super early, I used that time to plan out the rest of this story (thus, ensuring nice quick updates!). At the current time (unless the story needs to be slowed down), there are about 65 chapters and 45 of those chapters take place during the movie (some being extra added "Astrid only" scenes). I hope that made up for the lack of update!**

**Review Replies:**

**Ferdoos: Thanks. Glad you liked it!**

**Toothless is best: Yes, what will Astrid do? Let's find out!**

**Guest (anonymous): Yep, that sure does sound like something Alvin would do. Thanks! Here's the next chapter. Hope it's just as good as the rest of them!**

**BryanSollbergerandNightless: Excellent question! Toothless will make an appearance, but not until almost the ending of the story. Recall, this being because Astrid does not meet him until the movie is nearly over. If I had to take a relative guess, it'll probably be at least 20 chapters from the start of the movie events (Chapter 20) in this story when Toothless makes his grand entry. It might be more, though. It all depends how the story progresses once we get to the movie events/scenes.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 16: Battle Between Leaders<span>

At first Astrid was shocked and she could feel her face turning red. However, this shock quickly turned to anger. There was no way that she would let this comment, Tuffnut's sarcastic remark, ruin her established reputation. She knew there was a strong possibility that her parents were somewhere in the crowd and she refused to just be disowned by them for something this trivial. Her blood began to boil as she released her grip on Hiccup and let him fall roughly down onto the ground. Ignoring his grunt of pain that followed, Astrid stomped slowly closer to the crowd which seemed to step backward away from her in unison. "Please! Is that seriously what you think?" Astrid yelled out, addressing everyone gathered there all at once. She gave a stiff laugh, her anger fueling her words. "Well, you're wrong! I was in the woods getting ready to practice my axe-throwing when I noticed Hiccup. He let himself get captured by Outcasts. I was just being an honorable Berk Viking and bringing him back here to wait whatever judgment our chief, his father, wants to set upon him. The only reason I was carrying him was because he was so slow in getting away that he would've gotten us both killed!"

"Couldn't you have just left him as a prisoner?" Ruffnut asked, daring to test Astrid's patience.

"Yeah, I mean, it's not like it would start a war or anything," Tuffnut elaborated on his sister's question.

Astrid rounded on the twins and she saw them flinch slightly. "And miss out on seeing him disgraced in front of the rest of the village for being weak enough to be captured and held prisoner? This way is much better!"

Seeing that Thorston twins question Astrid's explanation with no repercussions from the feisty female Viking teenager, other villagers began to also question Astrid's account and descriptions. Murmurs sprang up from the group. "Can this be true? Tell me, can this be real?" Whispered answers followed. "Of course not and you know why not? Alvin the Treacherous could never sneak past our defenses!"

The formation of the crowd had gotten the attention of Stoick the Vast and he strode over to find out what is going on. What a scene he must've walked into! Hiccup was still in a crumpled and painful mess where Astrid had dumped him and the crowd surrounding Astrid was situated quite a distance away from the aforementioned girl. "What in the name of Thor is going on here?"

Before anyone could fill their chief in, though, a rustle from the nearby woods drew everyone's attention. Shrieks rose from the gathered crowd when Alvin the Treacherous and his band of Outcasts broke through and came face-to-face with the villagers of Berk and their chief.

"Alvin…" Stoick's voice was almost a whisper, overwhelmed with disbelief.

"Stoick! It's nice to see you again!" Alvin replied, his arms outstretched, in fake happiness.

Stoick stepped closer to Alvin who was standing just behind the crumpled pile that was Hiccup. The two burly men stood so that they were both right above Hiccup, trapping him in between them. "What brings you to my village?"

"Don't pretend like you don't already know my reasons, Stoick," came Alvin's response in that same fake happiness that Astrid wished Alvin would stop using; it was making her blood run cold.

"Okay, I'll rephrase my question," Stoick replied with sarcasm that rivaled Hiccup's. The chief's voice reflected full seriousness when he next spoke. "What is your plan this time? You've already been caught, so you might as well just tell me and get it over with now."

"Fine." The fake tones were gone. Alvin's voice displayed only that of serious business now. "I came to take your boy back to my island. Your boy was to be the bait of a trap set for you. Then, with you gone, Berk was to be mine! Everything would've gone according to plan too, if it weren't for that girl and her axe!"

"That's all? You sailed all this way to kidnap Hiccup? You can have him!"

The gathered villagers gave another collective gasp. These were not words they would ever have expected to have heard from their chief. Sure, Hiccup could be a nuisance and impairment to their village, but, never had they expected the chief to just give up his only son! Astrid stood a ways back along with the villagers. Throughout the conversation between the two leaders, Astrid had forced herself to slow her breathing and relax. Why had she let Tuffnut's simple comment make her so angry? All those things she had said about Hiccup weren't true; she didn't feel that way. Well, at least she could guarantee that her "act" convinced the rest of her tribe. She kept her attention on the heated conversation between Stoick and Alvin. When she had first observed Alvin through the bushes of her hiding spot in the woods, the distance had distorted his size, making him look a bit smaller than he actually was. Here, though, Astrid could see Alvin the Treacherous standing at his full height and it was amazing how he rivaled Stoick the Vast, formerly the biggest man Astrid had ever seen. Also, now that she was closer to this enemy, Astrid noticed something else about him. His piercing eyes were black and, within them, she could see a terrifying feeling. Was it bloodlust? A willingness to kill for what he wanted? Whatever it was, it sent chills running through Astrid's body. She hoped that she was never stared down by Alvin the Treacherous; it might just stop her very heart. How had Hiccup managed to stand there and look deep into Alvin's eyes as he, the boy, had turned down the "offer" to leave Berk for good? In that aspect, Astrid knew, Hiccup was much braver than she would ever be.

Turning her attention from her own thoughts and back to the conversation between leaders, Astrid saw that even Alvin was caught off guard by Stoick's response to his evil plan. "You don't care if I took your only son? The heir of Berk?"

Stoick merely shrugged and look uninterested as he told Alvin. "Of course not. Go ahead! Take him! But don't expect me to crush mountains, level forests, and tame seas to get him back. He's just a little embarrassment anyway. That's all he'll ever be to me, to everyone here. I would not go after him if you took him now and I would not have gone if you had made it off of Berk with him before this confrontation."

Astrid could see that Alvin was clearly shocked that his plan would have ultimately failed, but he immediately got over it and gave Stoick an evil smirk. "I'm not going to take him now. I have no use for this boy other than as bait." He paused his speech, but Alvin was far from done. From his belt, Alvin drew his sword, the sharp edge creating a metallic sound against its sheath. "In fact, I'm going to slay you, Stoick, right here, while all your people look on helplessly!"

Alvin's sword sliced quickly through the air, but battle-trained Stoick was faster, drawing his own sword and countering, locking the two swords in an array of sparks and clangs. The battle drove on, each man matched almost equally in size and abilities with his opponent. Astrid's heart sped up as she looked on. _**Chief Stoick has to win. There's no way he can lose to Alvin the Treacherous!**_

Just when it began to appear that Alvin might have the upper-hand in the battle, Stoick used a trick move, resulting in his sharp blade slicing the side of Alvin's thick middle. The cut was deeper than expected and it immediately gushed blood, soaking Alvin's battle gear in an instant. The wounded warrior's weapon faltered as his hand quickly went to the wound. No one moved and time slowed as the battle came to an abrupt stop, Stoick waiting and ready to counter if Alvin tried a trick move of his own. Instead, Alvin only sheathed his sword (so quickly that no one saw him do it; they only heard the slicing of the blade against the inside of the sheath) and directed his men back toward the way they came. Over his shoulder, he called one last threat to his enemy. "Don't think you've seen the last of me, Stoick! I'll be back and, next time, you and your 'little embarrassment' won't be so lucky!"

Sometime between when the battle between leaders had started and this current moment, Hiccup had finally picked himself off the ground and had moved to stand out of the way. Astrid did not know when; she, like everyone else, had completely focused her attention on the brawl between Stoick and Alvin. It was only now that tension was gone, that she noticed how Hiccup was no longer where she had dumped him.

Stoick dusted off his clothing slightly before noticing Hiccup standing a short distance away and attempting to be as unnoticeable as possible. Without missing a beat, Stoick rounded on his son. As much as Astrid wanted to step forward and run to Hiccup's aid, it would not be for the best, not after her earlier outbursts of anger. Though she had yelled at the twins earlier, telling them that she'd rather see Hiccup punished by his father, now she regretted every word. Astrid could not imagine being lectured by Stoick the Vast, but it seemed as though it would be very unpleasant. Despite feeling sorry for Hiccup, Astrid stood her ground and refused to move forward. Now was not the time for her to interfere. No, for now, she would just have to watch from the background and wait for whatever scolding Hiccup was to receive from his father. _**Oh no, Hiccup. Be brave!**_

* * *

><p><strong>You guys are such great predictors! I'd had the events of this chapter planned out well before writing and posting up the last chapter. Then, reading your reviews where you guessed what might happen (and does happen) in this chapter…I was surprised. Either, I'm not very good at being suspenseful or you guys are just that good. Haha.<strong>

**The next chapter ends this "Hiccup and the Outcasts" arc! Then, there'll be a mini-arc featuring the transition from pre-movie to movie events.**

**Next chapter: If I had to take a guess, I suppose I'll aim to have it up next Wednesday after 10PM US East Coast time. I know that's almost a whole week, but my birthday is next week, so I'm going to lose a day of writing for that.**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: January 24, 2014**


	17. Hypocrite

**I am so glad that everyone liked chapter 16! The pace (in the story) is going to slow just a bit, but that's okay because we are almost to the point when the movie events will begin to filter into this story line and we all know how fast-paced the movie is! Although, the movie tells Hiccup's story and this story tells Astrid's side, so it will be slightly different.**

**Oh, and for those keeping up-to-the-minute with updates…this one is right on schedule! Yay!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Ah, yes, I could never compete with fan senses! Haha. Good predictions. Let's see how accurate they are.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: I actually expected some readers to question Stoick's reaction to Alvin's plan. Yes, you are correct. Stoick, being adept at strategizing in battle, figured that if he told Alvin his plan was flawed, the Outcast leader would not target Hiccup anymore. Stoick also knows that Alvin hates when his plans do not go as he figures (hence why he was so upset that Astrid thwarted them with her axe). Simple reverse psychology. Thanks for the early birthday wishes. Here's the next chapter.**

_**BryanSollbergerandNightless**_**: Yep! Tension! No good story would be complete without it. Haha. Wait no longer! Here it is!**

_**Favorite Fanfic (anonymous)**_**: I read your review while I was at work tonight and it made me so happy. I'm sure everyone else there thought I was crazy because I was smiling for no apparent reason. Haha. Thank you for taking the time to say such great words about my story. I hope you continue to enjoy it as we progress.**

_**ClearBear**_**: Happy belated birthday! I turned 23 on Monday. I feel old. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, Stoick sees that as Hiccup's fault due to his size (more about that in this chapter). Also, Astrid is very concerned with her public image and that causes her to hold back. It doesn't get much better in the movie, seeing as how she gets so frustrated by Hiccup's sudden rise to fame. We'll be getting to that all soon enough. Next update is here! Yay!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 17: Hypocrite<span>

Silence was a very rare phenomenon on Berk. Usually, there was always something somewhere that created a stir of noise throughout the village. Sometimes, it was the sound of young Viking youth being trained for battle in the arena. Other times, it was the sound of wings signaling the next dragon raid and resulting in the sounds of battle-ready Vikings brandishing their sharp weapons, ready to defend their village from the attacking winged creatures that plagued them. Yes, Astrid did not often experience days on Berk that lacked at least some sort of noise made by herself or the others in her tribe.

Now, at this very moment, however, was one of those rare times when everyone was absolutely and completely silent. The lack of sound around Astrid stung her ears. She could hear a ringing in them, as if telling her how completely unnatural it was to hear nothing else. Everyone waited, their attention turned to their chief's back as he stared down his only son. Moments of complete silence may have been rare occurrences, but Chief Stoick delivering a public scolding for Hiccup was not rare. Astrid had become well accustomed to this as she had grown up on Berk. This time, though, seemed different than all the other times and Astrid could tell that she was not the only one who felt this way. Usually, Stoick would corner his son and, without waiting, launch into a list of wrongdoings and questions about why Hiccup could not just listen or why Hiccup caused so much trouble within the village. It was not the case this time. Instead, Stoick kept silent, the lack of harsh words just as intimidating to Hiccup as if his father had launched into his typical outburst.

"Uh…yeah…I'm just going to…" he spoke up softly, attempting to slink away from this torture. Astrid couldn't blame him; she was starting to feel intimidated by the Chief and she wasn't even the one in danger of another public scolding.

"No! You. Stay. Here!" Stoick interrupted, his words short and sharp, effectively hushing his son.

Astrid saw Hiccup's shoulders deflate slightly. She knew that feeling. The boy would rather be anywhere else than here waiting for his father's scolding. Although, Astrid suspected that he would rather be in that pretty cove. That's where Astrid would've rather been if she had been in his shoes at this very moment.

"Explain yourself, Hiccup!"

Hiccup's voice was soft as he replied, "I stood up to Alvin, but…he kidnapped me anyway."

Despite the soft volume of his son's voice, Stoick still heard what he had said, thanks to the silence that had befallen the village. He ran a hand down his face, wiping away that sweat that was dripping down. "This would never have happened," he spoke, his voice even louder in the silent village, "if you weren't so much smaller than all the other normal Vikings your age! A normal-sized Viking youth would have been able to escape enough to get back here and alert me and the other adults. Can't you ever just be normal, Hiccup?"

Astrid, of course, kept her composure on the outside, but, inside, she was beginning to fume. _**Maybe Hiccup can't help his size**_! It seemed so unfair for the boy's own father to insinuate that Hiccup was to blame for getting kidnapped by Alvin simply because he was too small to get away. All this time, Astrid had known that Hiccup's father strongly disliked that his son was not more like him, but this was just ridiculous!

As Astrid watched, she saw Hiccup open his mouth slightly as if to speak in reply to this question. _**Go on, Hiccup! Say what you want to say! Show them how brave you really are! **_If she could guarantee that her image within the village wouldn't be tainted by speaking up, Astrid would have walked herself right over there to Hiccup and said the words to Stoick for him. Instead, though, she just waited, waited to see what the normally-unpredictable Hiccup would do next. To her slight dismay, Hiccup, as usual, seemed to choke on his words and he started to walk off, past his father and past the gathered crowd.

"Yes, Hiccup, go home," Stoick sighed and finished softly, as if to himself, "I'll deal with you later."

Sensing that the "fun" was finally over, the crowd dispersed, slowly returning to their daily tasks. Astrid quickly rushed away from the area and headed toward her home. The last thing she wanted was to be anywhere near the chief when he was angered; Stoick the Vast was known for his quick temper and Astrid knew that, unlike Hiccup, she would not get off so easily if she got in his way when he was already upset.

On her way toward her house, Astrid walked past Hiccup's house. It was hard not to, though, considering that Hiccup's house and the Great Hall were located in the center of the village, overlooking the town center below. Feeling watched, Astrid looked up toward the house and saw Hiccup standing there on the steps leading up to his house. Even from her distance, she could read his mixed expression. Part of the expression clearly showed his anxiety about continuing his ascent, knowing that his father would soon be home. Another part of him, though, showed desperation; Hiccup was desperate to prove to the village that he was not useless as they thought him to be. Astrid did not realize that she had stopped walking and it was not until he turned slightly and she found herself staring deep into his forest-green eyes that she realized how she was no longer moving closer toward her home. Just glancing in Hiccup's eyes and seeing all the emotions present within them chilled Astrid's heart. She felt horrible for how she had treated him today, but there was no taking back what had been said and what was done.

It then dawned on Astrid as to why Hiccup continued to just stare down at her. He was waiting, waiting for her to disprove all that she had done and said about him today. Astrid took a deep breath and released it slowly. Now would be the perfect opportunity to just go up there to Hiccup, to apologize and to revive their friendship that had ended as suddenly as it had begun…but she couldn't do it. Instead, Astrid dropped her eyes to stare down at the dirt road and continued on her way back to her home. She did manage, once she had walked a distance away, to steal a quick glance over her shoulder at Hiccup. He was slowly making his way up to his front door without looking back. Astrid sighed, slightly upset with herself. She could've made things right then and there, but, she had chosen to walk away. Why did she feel so guilty?

Her thoughts continued to plague her for the rest of the day as she continued to replay that silent encounter in her mind. It was still on her mind when she settled down to sleep that night. The still-lit candle in her room flicked, creating dancing shadows on her walls. Astrid ignored these shadows, however, as she just stared at the ceiling.

Finally, Astrid decided to give in and sleep. Hopefully, she could feel at peace while her mind wandered far outside of Berk and away from Hiccup. She shifted slightly to blow out the candle and let the darkness immediately engulf the room. As she was drifting off to sleep, a sudden thought hit her. _**I'm such a hypocrite. Here I am, hoping that Hiccup would one day speak up and say what's on his mind. Yet, today, when I saw Hiccup outside his house, I could not even say what was on mine! I'm no better than him.**_ One final thought drifted across her mind as sleep overtook her. _**Am I useless too?**_

* * *

><p><strong>Ah, not quite the ending I was going for, but it'll work. So that arc is over. Two more chapters (a mini-arc, if you will) and we will be at the start of the movie scenes. Additionally, we will be done with the first song (recall, I said that several songs are the inspiration for this story). Shall I reveal the first songinspiration once it is finished? I might just wait and reveal them all at the end of the story, though. I dunno yet.**

**Next chapter: I'm going to try to have the next chapter posted Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. Although, that's a pretty quick window/update time, so we'll see. That might be inaccurate, but it's a goal to set, right?**

**As always, thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: January 29, 2014**


	18. Better Than Him

**Time for the last mini-arc before the movie! This will be two chapters and then we will finally follow the movie storyline…for the most part. This mini-arc will focus on Astrid (of course) and her preparations to begin dragon training. Sound interesting? Ready to begin? Me too. Let's go!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Warrior Nun**_**: I'm sure you aren't the only one who feels this way. Haha.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks. I still have a couple chapters left to think on it. Thanks for the input!**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I believe I do. Let's put those fan senses to the test once again with this NEW chapter!**

**_BryanSollbergerandNightless_****: The grade levels really don't mean all that much, really. It's a feature in MS Word that I use and then (when I get around to it), I average it up and give the story an average grade level. It's based mainly on paragraph length, word choice and spelling (which is the main reason why it's so low always; I use lots of names that MS Word doesn't think are words). Thanks for the compliments!**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Yep! You've picked up on the main points from the last chapter. That's exactly what I was getting at. Nice job! I was actually almost finished with the chapter when you reviewed…except I had to watch the Super Bowl first. It's practically a national holiday here! Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 18: Better Than Him<span>

It was common for Hiccup to be scolded publically by his father. Everyone knew that, especially Astrid; she always seemed to be around when it occurred. Many of Berk's Vikings would make it their business to be nearby. Astrid was not sure what sick pleasure they got from seeing the village reject being publically embarrassed. In fact, Astrid tried her best _not_ to be around when this happened, but luck was never on her side when it came to such matters.

Yes, it was common, but what followed after Hiccup's scolding about being nearly kidnapped by Alvin was not usual. Usually, the villagers would laugh about Hiccup's latest misfortune and then move on, resuming their daily lives and forgetting about whatever mess Hiccup had just gotten himself into that time. This time, though, even after quite some time had passed, the villagers were still talking about the near-kidnapping. Astrid could hear the whispered gossip about it anytime Hiccup was nearby. She could see them, trying to be secretive, as they pointed to the boy who, in his own father's eyes, had been too weak to defend against Alvin the Treacherous. _**How unfair this all is!**_ Astrid thought as she witnessed the villagers' actions yet again. _**Even Stoick the Vast has difficulty beating Alvin the Treacherous! How does he expect his much-smaller son to ever be able to take on this feared enemy?**_ Astrid knew that she should step in, help Hiccup, but she couldn't; this was his fight and she would not interfere.

One night, as Astrid was heading back home after dark, she stumbled upon a bit of commotion out near the village center. Naturally curious, Astrid crept over to see what was happening; the shadows providing cover as she slipped, unnoticed, to a spot where she could see. Closer, Astrid first saw Hiccup. _**Should've figured that it would involve him! Okay, Hiccup, what's going on with you now?**_

"Hey, Useless! You didn't get kidnapped today. Wow…that's quite an accomplishment! Want an award?" _**Was that…**_ Astrid looked closer. _**Yep. Snotlout. Figures.**_

Hiccup kept silent, but, Astrid saw as she looked closer, his gaze remain cast down at the ground. _**Well, at least he's not stooping down to Snotlout's level. That's a plus, I guess**_. Though she was a good distance away, Astrid caught of glimpse of Hiccup's face. It looked as though he just wanted to scream, whether at Snotlout or not, Astrid did not know. _**Do it, Hiccup. Your history of silence doesn't do you any good. How could you ever think it would? Tell him the truth, how you really feel!**_ Before she could silently encourage him further, though, Hiccup left toward his home, walking slow at first, but then picking up the pace to a light run.

Before she could be spotted, Astrid left her hiding spot and continued on her walk home as if she had never stopped. Arriving at home, Astrid found that her parents were already there. Lately, it was as if the small Hofferson family was slowly drifting apart. As she became more independent, Astrid began to avoid spending much time with her parents. She never told them where she was going when she left the house or when she would be back home. Even Astrid's parents seemed to have drifted apart from each other through the years. However, Astrid needed to know something and now was a prime opportunity to ask. Although, her parents were not quite the best people to ask, but they would have to do. "Why is everyone still talking about Hiccup's getting kidnapped?" she blurted out before she could change her mind.

As expected, her parents turned to her and gave her that glare, the expression in their eyes hardened; it was the look they always used only when talk of Hiccup came up. Then, to Astrid's surprise, they both began to laugh. It wasn't the light-hearted laugh they would use when something was funny. Instead, it was a laugh of mocking.

"Why?" Astrid's mother choked out between laughs, "Because it's simply outrageous, that's why! Only _Hiccup_ would be capable of getting himself kidnapped when our island is the safest it's been in centuries!"

"Well…except for those blasted dragons!" Astrid's father finished, composing himself. "Still, that wasn't much of a question, Astrid. Besides, it's Hiccup. Anytime he does something stupid, the villagers talk. You should know that by now, Astrid."

"Why the interest in Hiccup anyway, Astrid?" her mother wondered.

The question had come up before, a year or two ago. Astrid's answer was, for the most part, the same. How could she tell them without them getting the wrong idea? Now, with dragon training to begin soon, was a bad time to be disowned and kicked out of her own home. _**What to say? What to say?**_ Well…he is the son of the Chief and all…and someday he'll be Chief…and, I dunno…I hear his name whispered a lot…" she stuttered out, circumventing around her true reasons for wondering why there was so much village gossip regarding Hiccup.

"You haven't taken…a different sort of interest in him, have you? A romantic interest, by chance?" her mother asked, narrowing her eyes.

"Romantic? Gods, no!" Astrid answered back immediately, perhaps even a little bit too quickly, but she continued nonetheless. "Mother, I don't like anyone here in our village in such a way, especially not Hiccup!"_** Please tell me that I convinced her. I never thought that it would be so hard to conceal how I feel.**_

"Excellent," her mother confirmed finally. "Because you are too good for that boy. Hope and heir to our tribe or not, you deserve someone, anyone, much better than him!" the older Hofferson woman huffed in arrogance.

"Yes, you're right," Astrid affirmed, softly at first but allowing her volume to increase as she continued. "I do deserve much better than Hiccup. In fact, I deserve someone much better than most of the boys my age on this island right now." Astrid could still hear the doubt in her voice, but she effectively convinced her mother and that was what needed to be done right now.

"And you will show that to everyone during dragon training. Your father and I see no reason why you can't be top student in the class!" Astrid's mother continued. "We expect to see you killing that Nightmare next year!"

Astrid merely nodded in reply as she instinctively reached for the axe that was still fastened into its harness on her back. "Well…I should…really get some sleep. Need to get plenty of rest before dragon training begins and what better time to start preparing?!" Quickly, Astrid ran off before either of her parents could protest to the idea. When she was safely behind the closed door of her bedroom, Astrid let out a sigh of relief. _**Gods, that conversation was awkward!**_

Approaching her bed, Astrid sat down on it and then shifted so she was laying as comfortable as possible. The small candle beside her bed continued to flicker and cast dim shadows on the walls around her. Astrid unbraided her hair as she thought back to the conversation that had just occurred between her and her parents. _**Why do I try so hard to please them, even to the point of faking words that I know they will approve of me saying? Is it really that important? Will these actions really help to keep our family together in these times when we begin to drift apart? I guess that I have to play this part, put on a show, for now. It shouldn't be as hard once dragon training begins…right?**_ These final thoughts stuck with her, drifting through her mind as she blew out the candle light and, in the darkness, let sleep overcome her.

* * *

><p><strong>So, these two mini-arc chapters are just here to slow down the story a bit; we've had quite a few high and fast points and there'll be plenty more once dragon training begins!<strong>

**Next chapter: Right now, I'm looking to aim for having chapter 19 posted on Thursday after 10PM US East Coast time. We'll see how accurate that prediction turns out to be!**

**As always, thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: February 3, 2014**


	19. Preparing For Dragon Training

**This is it, my friends! No, no, no…I'm not discontinuing the story! I meant, that we have reached the final chapter of pre-movie events. It's been a great journey, seeing young Astrid become the tough warrior that she is in the movie. This last chapter will solidify that and, then, chapter 20 will introduce to us, the Astrid we all know and love from the movie!**

**P.S. Who's going to be my 100th reviewer? Will that even happen with this chapter or will we be congratulating this mysterious reader in chapter 21 (because the 100th review would be for chapter 20)? Guess we'll find out soon enough!**

**Review Replies:**

**_Toothless is best_****: Is the table okay? You've been tapping for awhile now! Haha.**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thanks! It's fun to write about Astrid's little awkward side because it's so rarely seen, but she wouldn't be human if she didn't have one!**

**_BryanSollbergerandNightless_****: Were you there the minute it was posted? Haha.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Yeah, the villagers (and Astrid's parents) are all pretty narrow-minded on matters involving Hiccup. Also, about Astrid's family life (thanks for bringing that up!)…I do see it playing a role in how she acts at the start of the movie and there will be some more glances into this crumbling relationship throughout the story. Thanks for reviewing! Here's the next update!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 19: Preparing For Dragon Training<span>

Playing this game of charades was harder than Astrid had originally thought it would be. In some ways, she was quite good at it, but her mother had told her those things, about her being so much better than Hiccup…and all the other in others, she was still a novice. All that mattered, though, was that she was convincing. Astrid knew why potential dragon fighters in their upcoming dragon training class. Her mother was telling, in a roundabout way, how she wanted her daughter to act out in public. Astrid's mother wanted the young Viking teen to act as though she was better than all the others her age. Well, Astrid knew she was better than them in skill, but she had preferred to act humbly about it. Now, she could no longer do that. If Astrid did not act the way her mother had hinted that she should, she knew that her mother would suspect that her daughter was merely acting and she would, most likely, believe that Hiccup was somehow involved. It all barely made sense to Astrid, but, as she had grown older, the actions of her parents had begun to make less and less sense with each passing day.

Waking up each day had gotten harder. Astrid preferred sleep, where she could live out her dreams without the cumbersome worries of living up to daily expectations. Some days the only thing that kept Astrid going was the remembrance that dragon training would soon be starting up. Each passing day brought this significant coming-of-age event closer and closer. Dragon training was one of the few things that consumed Astrid's thoughts every day, another being Hiccup. Some nights, as she would fall asleep, Astrid would think of the way she had been treating the "hope and heir" lately. In regards to Hiccup and the villagers' opinions of him, Astrid was no better than the rest of her tribe…and that made her feel horrible. She could not dwell on thoughts of Hiccup, though. The first day of dragon training was rapidly approaching and Astrid had to get ready. On nights that allowed, she would sleep early so that she could be up early. Additionally, she worked harder to heighten her reflexes; having excellent reflexes could quite possibly make the difference between life and death out there on the battlefield.

Astrid's thirteenth birthday came and passed. Finally, she was officially of age to begin the training and uphold her family's honor. Time continued to pass swiftly and, before she knew it, the final days before the start of dragon training were upon her. Her confidence swelled; she had prepared long and hard for this and, somewhere along the way, she had instinctively begun to act proud, just like her mother had always wanted. Now, Astrid would walk through the village with her head held high like a goddess in Valhalla or a Valkyrie to service warriors on their way to Valhalla. Astrid never questioned this action anymore. Her mother was right. She was better than them, all the others her age and she would show them all. In a few months' time, they would all worship her just as they had for Brynhild Ingermann and all the other champions before her. That was what she had been born to do and she knew that now.

Two days before dragon training was to start, Astrid was walking through the village on her way to the woods when she heard whispered gossip. Stopping, she concealed herself behind a nearby home and listened closely.

"Have you heard yet?" one Viking spoke to another. "Stoick has declared that Hiccup will not be entering dragon training with the other kids, even though he's not old enough to be trained!"

"No, I had not! It's not all that unexpected, though. The kid can't lift a hammer or swing an axe. He'd just be a detriment to the class. Who is leading it this year?"

"No idea, but it'll probably be Gobber again. He's pretty much Stoick's assistant."

Astrid had stopped listening by this point. **_Chief Stoick is forbidding him from entering dragon training? That's harsh! Sure, it's probably for Hiccup's own good, but…_** To not be admitted to dragon training when you turned 13 was almost an embarrassment. All good and healthy young Vikings went through the training because Berk needed as many fighting Vikings on the front lines as possible during dragon raids.

Changing her mind, Astrid decided to grab a quick lunch at the Great Hall before going to the woods. After climbing the stairs, Astrid had arrived at the tall set of double doors that served as the entrance to the community building. She made to reach for the doors, but was stopped as they opened seemingly on their own. Of course, Astrid knew better; someone from inside was leaving. That someone turned out to be Hiccup. Astrid could sense his nervousness as Hiccup held the door open for her to enter. As much as she wished not to, Astrid did not acknowledge his presence as she entered and let the door swing shut behind her. Seeing that her group of friends was already eating lunch, Astrid joined them. They were discussing dragon training. Snotlout was boasting about how he would take down dragons with his face and Astrid had to convince herself not to regurgitate her food right then and then. Having heard enough of the discussion, Astrid left the table. Because she no longer felt like heading into the woods, Astrid just returned home. She had been training rigorously so she figured that she could use a break anyway.

As she expected, she entered an empty house. Her parents were most likely doing some sort of work out in the village. Astrid no longer knew what type of work her parents busied themselves with all day; they never spoke of it and she never bothered to ask. Making her way to her bedroom, Astrid lay down. She did not unbraid her hair or remove her family heirlooms. She was not going to sleep, she told herself. No, she just wanted to use this time to think and be alone in the midst of her thoughts. This may be one of the only times when she could truly be herself without living up to her parents' ruthless expectations. Yes, she was going to savor this moment. Closing her eyes softly, Astrid relaxed and a smile drifted onto her peaceful face.

She opened her eyes to the sound of the emergency alert. Startled, Astrid groped around in the darkness. **_Wait…darkness? Did I fall asleep? What time is it? How long was I…?_** It didn't matter. The dragons were attacking again and Astrid would be needed! Picking up her axe and sliding it into the holster on her back, Astrid ran to the door and threw it open quickly. Already, the village looked ravaged. She, along with her friends, was going to have it rough tonight. The raid had only just begun and there were already so many buildings burning, so many fires that she would need to help put out. **_Better get started!_** Taking a deep breath, Astrid sprinted out into the battlefield.

* * *

><p><strong>I had to post this earlier because my work schedule got switched around, but I don't think anyone's complaining about this super early update.<strong>

**Next chapter: This is merely a guess because my work schedule for next week is not yet out, but I'm going to try to have the next chapter posted next Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: February 6, 2014**


	20. Night Fury

**I guess we won't be congratulating the 100th reviewer in this chapter. Next chapter…next chapter for sure!**

**Anyway, here it is….the convergence. This is the first time I've written a story like this (where it is going to stay as close to the movie-line as possible) so I hope this doesn't turn out like crap.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks! Here's the next chapter!**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Well…that complicates things a bit. Tables are easy to replace. Flesh and bone…not so much. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yes…Astrid's stressful family life is going to complicate things for her a bit. We'll have to see if her parents warm up to Hiccup a bit as his dragon training improves. Here's the next update!**

_**Angryhenry**_**: Excellent question! This story will start from the very beginning of the movie with that fateful raid. However, as this is not Hiccup's story, but, rather, Astrid's tale, we'll see the raid from her side (what she did, her thoughts, etc.). In fact, this story will closely follow the movie with the only difference being that we don't have Hiccup's thoughts and story.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 20: Night Fury<span>

"Fire!"

That was the sign Astrid was waiting for. "Alright, let's go!" she instructed as her and her four friends pushed the portable water station closer to the flaming house. This was something new that Berk was trying out in this raid. Before, they had set up water stations, but this method had been proving consistently to be less effective. "Come on! Hurry up!" she told them, immediately taking charge.

_**Soon…soon, I'll be fighting. Just remember that. Put up with this grunt work for now**_, Astrid reminded herself as she filled up a pail of water to help douse the flames. In a way, though, this realization was also bittersweet for Astrid. _**This may be the last time I ever put out flaming buildings. **_She didn't have a lot of time to dwell on this thought, though, because there were many fires that needed put out and very few Vikings around to put out the fires. Running to the nearest building, Astrid tossed the water onto a small section of flames which immediately flickered out.

Walking away, she felt another red-hot fireball graze her back. It wasn't close enough to burn, but she could definitely feel the heat. _**Time to move to another sector…a safer one, perhaps?**_ As she walked away from that site, Astrid's friends joined up with her and, together, they took off, running past Gobber's forge for the next section in need of some anti-flame assistance.

Together, the group of friends had worked to put out several more fires when they were immediately halted. A screeching sound was heard from above them. This sound was one that they had grown up fearing. Most raids would pass without this sound, but it was back. Astrid knew this dragon well. It was the very same one that had stared her down during her first raid working to put out the fires. This was the same dragon Hiccup had tried to capture and steer away from her during the same raid. This was that dragon, the elusive…

"Night Fury!"

"Get down!"

The familiar shouts were heard as the Night Fury's white-hot blast took down the tower on which Stoick the Vast and a couple other Viking fighters had stood, firing catapult-fueled shots at flying dragons. It was soon after that the tower collapsed and, as Astrid watched, those Vikings were forced to abandon their post.

Another screech was heard and Astrid felt her blood run cold at the very sound. "It's taking out the towers!" she called to her friends as she began to piece the puzzle together. "Continue putting out fires! Just don't go near the towers!" she instructed.

They split up, hoping to cover more ground which was especially essential now that the mysterious Night Fury had made its grand (and dark) appearance. _**This dragon is crazy!**_ Astrid told herself, remembering its appearance several years ago_**. It never steals food, never shows itself, and…**_ Her thoughts were halted as another blast was fired and another tower was destroyed in a blaze of purple flames. _**… never misses**_, Astrid finished her thoughts in her head. The sound of that screech, the warning before the blast, would definitely be haunting her sleep for several days. It was like ice, piercing her eardrums with a rush of cold air. _**No one has ever killed a Night Fury**_, Astrid reflected, remembering the rarity of this species. She tightened her grip on her axe that she had pulled from her holster. _**That's why I'm gonna be the first!**_

Forgetting about the task that she was supposed to be completing, Astrid tossed her empty water pail aside. _**Now, to track down that Night Fury!**_ Looking to the sky, Astrid instantly knew that this would be harder than she had hoped. She tried listening for that screeching sound as it was unique to only the Night Fury, but the dragon was obviously not planning to fire its purple flames any time soon. _**What luck!**_ That's when she heard it. A screeching, but not the one she was listening for. As she looked up, Astrid caught a glimpse of a shape that appeared to be falling from the sky, but she thought little of it. So someone managed to toss a bola and ensnare a dragon. That wasn't helping her find that Night Fury. Astrid, her axe held at the ready, stalked carefully through the ravaged village. _**This is getting me nowhere. Just my luck! I finally decided to go after this prized dragon and it disappears…well, I guess not disappear, since we never actually see it. Why did it leave? I was so close! No, I won't be defeated by this! I will find it!**_

Her thoughts were broken as a scream pierced the night air. _**Wait a minute…that sounded like…Hiccup?**_ Astrid thought. _**I thought he was at the forge, reshaping bent weapons and sharpening dull ones. What is going on?**_ Running back to the town center, Astrid found her friends standing by a rocky ledge. She took a seat on a set of naturally-eroded rocky steps and held her axe out in front of her, at a slight angle. Taking in the scene around her, Astrid saw that the chief had just successfully fought off another Nightmare that took off into the sky. Near to that, one of the torches that had been severely fire-singed, collapsed, sending the flaming torch rolling. This broke the roped traps imprisoning some of the dragons. Free, the dragons took off with much of the village's livestock. Again. To make matters worse, in the middle of it all (as expected) was Hiccup.

_**Here it comes…**_ she told herself, waiting for Chief Stoick to publically scold his son again. Before the chief could begin, though, Hiccup said something that perked Astrid's attention. "Okay, but I hit a Night Fury."

_**Wait…what? Since when does Hiccup make up success stories? He must be, though! There's no way that he could've done something as spectacular as "hitting a Night Fury!"**_ Astrid waited for the chief's response, but all the leader did was grab Hiccup by the back of his fur vest and drag the boy toward their home. Because of the distance between her removed spot and the area where Hiccup and the chief were standing, Astrid only caught pieces of the conversation, the sound drifting on the wind to her ears.

"Every time you step outside, disaster follows!" Astrid heard the chief say, his voice rising a bit in frustration.

_**Wow…that's…harsh. To say something like that in front of the entire village.**_ As bad as Astrid felt for Hiccup, she stayed where she was seated. _**This is between Hiccup and his father. I won't interfere.**_Besides, with her friends present nearby, if she so much as flinched, they might question her actions.

Returning her attention back to the conversation, Astrid heard Hiccup say something so ridiculous that she almost burst out laughing. "I see a dragon and I have to just…kill it! It's…who I am, Dad." Those were the words he had just said. _**You have got to be kidding me! You're not a dragon killer, Hiccup.**_

Stoick's response was the same as Astrid's thoughts. "You are many things, Hiccup, but a dragon killer is not one of them." The chief then directed Gobber to escort the boy home so that he could clean up the mess his son had just caused. That was an order to the rest of the able-bodied villagers to interpret. Chief Stoick expected all of them to pull their weight and help restore order to the village. Astrid and her friends would be helping as well and she silently groaned at the thought of this. Even though she felt bad that Hiccup could not rise above his "village screw-up" title, this whole "fixing Hiccup's messes" really tended to get on her nerves as it happened so frequently.

Before the big village clean-up was to begin, though, Stoick (who would be leading it again as always) waited to make sure Gobber succeeded in getting Hiccup home. As the pair walked past Astrid and her friends, the other teens began to taunt him. _**As if he doesn't feel bad enough already! Come on…!**_

"Quite the performance," Tuffnut began.

Astrid watched on as Hiccup continued walking, not acknowledging the comment. The verbal abuse was not over yet as Snotlout assumed it to be his turn next. "I've never seen anyone mess up that badly. That helped!"

"Thank you. Thank you. I was trying." Astrid could not quite determine if this answer from Hiccup was the honest truth or some sarcastic remark. In the grand scheme of it all, It didn't really matter.

_**This is childish. Hiccup was already told off by his father. Snotlout and Tuffnut really need to learn when to keep their mouths shut.**_ Keeping silent, Astrid just continued to slowly turn the handle of her axe over in her hands and contemplated how much fun she was going to have helping everyone else with "village clean-up". She was startled slightly from her thoughts when Gobber shoved Snotlout to the ground. The imprudent boy clearly did not learn anything from this as he immediately picked himself up from the dirt and continued to laugh at Hiccup's misfortunes. Having seen and heard enough, Astrid shook her head at the stupidity of her friends and picked herself up to join the villagers who were beginning to follow the chief. _**As much as I hate this task, the sooner it gets started, the sooner I'll be done. Well…let's go see how badly Hiccup messed things up this time…**_

* * *

><p><strong>I just couldn't bear to leave you guys hanging for too long. It's Sunday and here's the update! So ahead of schedule. Don't we all just love when that happens?<strong>

**Next chapter: Maybe I'll start putting a mini-preview here? I dunno yet, but it won't be like an excerpt or anything. Sorry, but I'm writing this as a go along. It'd just be a description of what might occur in the chapter. Anyway, I'm planning to have next chapter posted…hmm…let's stick with Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time. Sounds good to me.**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: February 9, 2014**


	21. Finally Alone

**A couple achievements that I would like to mention before this chapter begins! This chapter officially makes Try To Be Brave the longest story I have ever written for this site! And it's only a third of the way complete!**

**Also, I'm sure you have all been waiting. Congrats to the 100th reviewer**_**: Toothless is best**_**! Unfortunately, I don't have anything other than this message…but at least it will be here forever and ever (or, at least, as long as this story is posted on the site…which will probably be forever anyway). Next review milestone: 200th reviewer…who will it be? Only time will tell!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks! Here's the next update!**

_**SkyHighFan**_**: I did notice that (since I'm watching the movie as I write the chapters). Allow me to clarify. I didn't use the phrase "Astrid scowled at…" because it's from her point of view and she can't see her own expressions. Instead, I used her thoughts (where she's upset by the childish natures of Tuff and Snotlout) to convey her anger at the comment. No worries! It was probably my fault for not being clear about that in the story. It was late when I was writing the ending of the chapter and I probably rushed it.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I don't think it's that no one wanted to review. I think it's just because it was so late here when I posted it. All the regular reviewers were probably already asleep or getting ready to sleep.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: First, congrats again on being the 100th reviewer for Try To Be Brave. I know it's not a major accomplishment, but it does come with bragging rights! Haha. Anyway…I'm glad that you still like the story and have stuck with me this far. Am I going to make the series….hmm….right now, I'm thinking I'm not because the whole storyline is Astrid wanting Hiccup to be brave, so it seems fine to finish at the end of the movie storyline. If ideas change, though, I'll let you know!**

_**Will Heins**_**: I liked that element too. I was watching the movie and heard Hiccup use those lines and I liked them a lot, so I figured, maybe Astrid could have the same thoughts….cause she couldn't seriously have been putting out fires for all that time! Dragon training will start in the next chapter. This one is kind of a filler/link chapter.**

_**wildtrance**_**: Thank you! Here's the next chapter.**

_**Adsdragonlover**_**: Nope, I can't say that I've ever lived in Texas. A hypocrite, as defined by the Encarta Dictionary, is "somebody who pretends to have admirable principles, beliefs, or feelings but behaves otherwise." I will try, but my life has gotten busy (again) and some days I barely even have enough time for my own stories. Thank you for the suggestion. I suppose I could look up the script, but I do like watching the movie (with subtitles) because then I can see the events play out and replicate it in my writing.**

_**BryanSollbergerAndNightless**_**: Feel better.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yes, indeed, because I'm sure the Night Fury would not have been so lucky if Astrid had found it first! I know it's been almost a week between your review and this update, but I hope it was quick enough.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 21: Finally Alone<span>

It had been hours since Astrid, her friends and the other adult Vikings had begun the process of, as Chief Stoick had put it, "cleaning up Hiccup's mess" and, in some ways, it felt as if they were no closer to being finished than when they had started. Why had she chosen to do this? Would the chief even have noticed if she didn't show up to help? Still, Astrid helped out with this grunt work. Do it now and prove your worth. That's what her parents would want her to do. Although, Astrid had yet to even see her parents. They must have been assigned to a different area of the village.

When it seemed they were about halfway finished with the clean-up, Gobber went around to the different areas and called all workers to the town center for an announcement from the chief. Eager for a break, Astrid immediately dropped the pile of charred wood that she was holding and ran to join the already-gathered group waiting to hear this announcement.

Once everyone was finally gathered in the town center, Stoick stepped forward and proceeded to announce that there would be a meeting for all adult Vikings (not the teens, this time) in the Great Hall following the conclusion of the clean-up. Astrid did not understand all the formality just for this simple announcement, but she was relieved when Stoick ordered them all to Great Hall next for lunch instead of back to work. Maybe after eating some food, the work would be more tolerable. In the Great Hall, Astrid sat with her friends at a table near to the fire pit. All she heard when she sat down at the table was complaining from her friends and it quickly got on her last nerve.

"Why do we have to clean up Hiccup's mess? Shouldn't it be Hiccup's job to clean up his own messes?" Tuffnut asked, picking at his food.

"Um…duh, because he'd just make more of them!" his twin sister, Ruffnut, replied as if it was the most obvious answer ever, creating tension between the siblings.

"How useless can he get? When I'm chief…" Snotlout began, but Astrid stopped listening; the last thing she wanted to hear about was more of Snotlout's pointless dreaming. Like it or not, Hiccup (if he didn't go and get himself killed first) was going to be Berk's next chief.

Finishing her lunch quickly, Astrid left the Great Hall before she had to listen to any more of the conversation. She was the first to return to her assigned area and she resumed work alone until the rest of her helpers arrived again.

Several hours later, the clean-up was finally complete and Berk was returned to all of its glory. Despite the cold air, Astrid was covered in sweat and felt heated from working all day. She would definitely have to wash up later. Maybe she'd just do it now; she knew that she'd feel much better afterwards. Heading back home to gather some things, Astrid finally saw her parents who were also heading home, quite quickly too. They noticed their daughter and waved her over, telling her that they needed to talk. Astrid knew that phrase well. Usually, it did not bode well for the young Hofferson, but she knew that there was no way she was getting out of this impending talk, so she nodded in agreement and followed her parents into the house.

Once inside the house, Astrid's parents ushered her over to the table and all three members of the Hofferson family took a seat. For a brief moment, no one spoke. Astrid waited and her parents seemed almost lost in thought. Not known for her patience and anxious to wash up from the day's hard work, Astrid was the one to break the silence. "So…you wanted to…talk?" she asked, slow and deliberate.

"Ah, yes!" her mother remarked, as if awakening from a trance.

It was Astrid's father, however, who answered the girl's question. "This afternoon, at the meeting, the chief organized another 'search for the dragon nest' mission and we, your mother and I, will both be going this time."

"Both of you?" This surprised Astrid slightly. Usually, only one of her parents would agree to go on the search while the other stayed home to be sure their daughter was taken care of safely. _**Maybe it's because I'm starting dragon training tomorrow. They're beginning to view me as an adult in the village instead of a child.**_ Astrid hoped so; she was sick of "being protected" and ready to become the protector. Besides, she was independent enough to live safely by herself. It was about time her parents gave her this chance.

"Yes," her father continued, answering her question. "The chief said that those who stayed behind will have to look after Hiccup. There was no way we'd turn him down after that ultimatum. In fact, he had to turn away some offers because there would've just been too much weight on our longboat."

"We believe you'll be just fine by yourself while we're away. The Chief always leaves Hiccup to live on his own…well, I guess Gobber sometimes looks after the boy, but that's not important. What is important is that he has managed to keep himself alive and not burn anything down, so we believe that you'll be more than capable."

Astrid was too excited to notice her mother's obvious insult of Hiccup. Finally, she would have some freedom, some independence from parental authority. It was going to feel so nice when her parents finally did set sail on that longboat.

"We'll be leaving in one hour, so we figured that we could have one last meal together. Your mother is heating the food now and it should be ready soon, perhaps ten or fifteen minutes."

_**Good, that's plenty of time.**_ "I'm just going to go wash up, then." There were no protests from her parents, so Astrid grabbed some necessities and took them with her on her way to her family's outdoor hot spring bathing pool. Most of Berk's Vikings were lucky enough to have a bathing pool near to their home. Astrid could not imagine if there were no bathing pools. Berk would be a significantly less enjoyable place to live. Like all bathing pools on Berk, the Hofferson's was located in a secluded place where Astrid could enjoy some time alone away from the watchful eyes of the other villagers.

Stripping down, Astrid set the bath and let herself sink into the peacefully-warm waters. The heat relaxed all her tense muscles and Astrid shut her eyes, letting herself relax and forget everything. She could stay here forever…but, no, she couldn't. Her parents would be leaving soon and they would be quite disappointed with their daughter if said young Viking skipped out on this upcoming meal. Regretfully, Astrid pulled herself from the bathing pool and let the waters drain so they did not freeze over. Then, she dressed again in freshly-washed clothing and gathered up everything else that she had brought with her to this place.

By the time she made it back to her house, the meal had been set out on the table. Astrid tossed all her gathered necessities into her bedroom and joined her parents at the table. The three members of the Hofferson family ate silently, but Astrid was not surprised by this; she had not expected it to be much different than on any other normal day. Eating her meal slowly, Astrid spent much of her time pushing the meat around on the plate set in front of her. Most of the rest of the time, she spent pushing her hair back out of her face as it kept threatening to fall onto her food. She had not braided it again after exiting the bathing pool and this was a constant reminder why she always kept it braided back tightly. All too soon (but, in some ways for Astrid, not soon enough), the meal had concluded and Astrid's parents made their final preparations to set sail in search of the elusive Dragon Nest.

"Are you absolutely certain that you'll be fine by yourself while we're away?" Astrid's mother asked, still just a bit worried about leaving her daughter.

Scoffing, Astrid replied, "Yeah, I mean, how hard could it be, really? Besides, I'll have dragon training to keep me busy anyway."

"Astrid does have a point, Ingrid. Besides, she'll need to learn to be independent sooner or later. Once she makes it through dragon training, she will be viewed as an adult Viking of Berk and then comes…"

"Yes, I do know, Erik. It's just hard to imagine where the years have gone. It was only yesterday that…"

Astrid was not ready to listen to her parents reminisce about her childhood, so she quickly spoke up. "Don't you two have to be leaving like…soon?"

"Yes, yes! We'll see you again soon, Astrid! Remember, we expect to hear that you are leading your dragon training class when we return! We don't expect that to be a problem for you, our brave, strong, and fierce daughter!" With those last words from her mother, Astrid's parents both waved to the girl as they left the house.

Debating whether to go to the docks and see the longboat off, Astrid decided against it. She did not feel like being seen out in public without her hair braided and her family heirlooms on. That would completely ruin her public image. No, she would stay here and enjoy this alone time. Finally. Not to mention, she had several things to do to prepare for dragon training in the morning.

Sitting down in one of the chairs nearby, Astrid made a mental list of all that she wanted to accomplish today to prepare for tomorrow. She would first use a whetstone to sharpen her axe. Sure, the forge where Hiccup worked had a sword sharpening wheel, but, to Astrid, there was nothing better than sharpening her own axe by hand. It relaxed her. Maybe she could do a little training with her axe, but that probably would not happen. She wanted it to be nice and sharp for the start of dragon training. Then, she would make sure to get plenty of sleep.

Yes, Astrid felt confident that she was ready. Her thoughts drifted back to her mother's last words as her parents had left for their quest. "We expect to hear that you are leading your dragon training class when we return! We don't expect that to be a problem…" That's what had been said. _**Please! It's not going to be a contest. There's not even competition for me!**_

* * *

><p><strong>I am truly sorry that this update is so late! Between my two jobs, I have had little-no free time lately. This break in time that I had to finish this chapter has been my first one all week. I don't work my night job again for a couple days, though, so hopefully the wait for chapter 22 will be considerably less. I hope that you enjoyed this chapter.<strong>

**Oh, and I did do some research for this chapter regarding the bathing pools. Apparently, those did exist in Vikings settlements. There was this whole article about them. So, just saying that I did not make that up, so I don't take full credit for that idea.**

**Next chapter: Right now, I'm going to aim for Sunday night after 10 PM US East Coast time. Hopefully my life doesn't get busy again.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave (and sticking with me through all these long waiting periods!).**

**Posted: February 19, 2014**


	22. Welcome to Dragon Training!

**It's time! The start of dragon training has arrived! I don't really have much to say; I said it all in the last chapter's opening AN. If you watch the Dragons TV series…gods, this past week's ep was a sad one. Anyway…no more tangents.**

**One last thing (and this goes for all my stories)…I will be adding a new section on my profile (eventually) that will list my "milestone reviewers" (100th, 200th, 300th, etc.). So far, there is only one (see last chapter), but I'm sure there will be more eventually. Dunno when I'll get around to doing that, though, but it is in the works.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks. Yeah, I think I read that in the article I saw, but I figured that, because this is Astrid we are talking about, she'd be one who'd only use a secluded/private bathing pool.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I'm glad that you don't think the waiting time between my chapters is long and unbearable. I hope all my readers feel this way.**

_**Adsdragonlover**_**: Thanks. I'll do my best to steadily update this story. See my ending AN for details.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yep, well, she doesn't have to deal with it every day anymore…and that's why she's so relieved that they both went on the search for the nest! As for the bathing, I was going to use hot springs, but I also wanted to be kinda historically accurate and when I looked it up, that was what I found, so I used it, but I did tweak the idea just slightly. Here's the next chapter.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 22: Welcome to Dragon Training!<span>

It was finally here! Astrid jumped right out of bed as the dark was beginning to turn to light. Even though she did not have to be at the arena for a few more hours, there was so much that she had to do. Besides, she couldn't sleep anymore. It just felt impossible. First, Astrid made sure to eat a good breakfast; she would need the strength to be sure she was performing her best. First impressions are everything! That's what her mother had always told her and Astrid wanted to show everyone her tough demeanor and confidence.

Time seemed to drag by and Astrid still ended up leaving her home early as she made her made to the arena. The dragon training arena was located outside the limits of the village. It sat on a rocky ledge and the only way to get there was to walk over a long wooden bridge built by their ancestors a long time ago, back when the war with the dragons was still quite new. Arriving at the arena, Astrid found all gates down; she was still early. There was no way that she would be able to lift these gates. They had been designed to be heavy barricades to keep the dragons inside during dragon training. Astrid wouldn't have tried to open the gates anyway, even if she could; she'd get in there soon enough anyway. No need to rush it too much.

As she waited, her four friends gradually showed up. Unlike herself, they looked more tired and nervous. The last person to show up was Gobber, but Astrid expected this. Berk's blacksmith always seemed to be "running late". With one strong arm, he lifted the heavy gate up, exposing the arena's interior. "Welcome to dragon training!" he told them, gesturing to the vast expanse lying just in front of the teenagers.

Astrid confidently led the way, softly telling herself, "No turning back." Not that she really needed this self-reassurance; she was ready. The ground beneath her feet was still wet from the early morning rain shower and the clouds above the arena still threatened more rain, but at least it had stopped for now.

As the five teens took in the view, the twins were the first ones to break the silence.

"I hope I get some serious burns," Tuffnut spoke aloud and Astrid briefly wondered if he was addressing the statement to anyone in particular.

"I'm hoping for some mauling, like on my shoulder or lower back," Ruffnut was the next to speak up about this topic.

"Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it," Astrid replied, slightly sarcastically, back to both twins.

"Yeah? No kidding, right? Pain. Love it."

Another voice, one definitely less enthusiastic than the others, sounded from the entryway and Astrid knew exactly who it was even before her friends parted. _**Hiccup? His father actually let him enter dragon training?**_ As Hiccup entered, Astrid's friends all turned and gave the boy strange looks of surprise, as if the heir had suddenly grown an extra head; the other teens, like Astrid, clearly had not expected Hiccup to be in their class. Astrid, though, had gotten over her surprise and, instead, shot a glare at the newcomer. He probably did not even notice her steely gaze, but she hoped that he did. This look was one that was meant to say "Don't expect me to save you when you're about to get yourself killed" because Astrid had no intention of looking after this scrawny fishbone. _**Does Chief Stoick have a death wish for this boy?**_

"Let's get started!" Gobber called them all together, "The recruit who does best will win the honor of killing his first dragon in front of the entire village."

When Gobber talked of killing the dragon, Astrid noticed Hiccup, who stood closer to Gobber at this point, jump slightly and breathing quickened, though he tried to best not to let it show. _**What's he so worried about? He won't be the one killing the dragon!**_

"Hiccup already killed a Night Fury," Snotlout began to tease the small boy again, "so does that disqualify him or…?"

At this, the twins burst out laughing, their snide contributing to the taunting of Berk's heir. Astrid was disgusted by the childish behavior of these three. _**I can't believe they're still even joking about that story Hiccup told. Let it go, already. There's absolutely no way that Hiccup, of all people, could shoot down a Night Fury!**_

Ready to begin, they began to walk away from the entrance. Tuffnut made one last childish remark, a question, about transferring to "the class with the cool Vikings". _**Believe me**_, Astrid told herself, _**if such a class did actually exist, my name would be first on the list. **_The five friends lined up, facing the sets of locked doors on the far wall of the arena. Astrid took the spot in the very center of the line. Gobber and Hiccup took their time walking over and Astrid guessed that the instructor was giving his student a talk for reassurance. _**Is that how this is going to go? How long until Hiccup breaks down severely?**_

Pushing Hiccup into line with the rest of the teens, Gobber began the first day of lessons. "Behind these doors are just a few of the species you will learn to fight!" He then proceeded to list them off. Deadly Nadder, Hideous Zippleback, Monstrous Nightmare, Terrible Terror and the Gronckle.

With a sly smile, he brought his hands up to the lever next to the door. It didn't take a genius to figure out what this meant. Even Snotlout figured it out because he all but shrieked, "Whoa, whoa, wait! Aren't you gonna teach us first?"

"I believe in learning on the job," he told them in reply and, before anyone else could make any further remarks, he pulled down on the lever, releasing the dragon from its prison. As soon as the bar (which served as the lock) was raised, the dragon flew out. "Today is about survival. If you get blasted, you're dead!"

The teens scattered as the dragon approached them. It was so eager that it flew right into one of the stone walls, but it wasted no time in righting itself and attacking once more.

"Quick, what's the first thing you're going to need?" Gobber asked them.

"A doctor?"

_**Really, Hiccup?**_

"Plus 5 speed?"

_**What the…? Oh for the love of…**_ "A shield." All of Astrid's stray doubts that had surfaced when the Gronckle was released disappeared when Gobber affirmed that her answer was correct. I knew I was ready for this.

"Shields. Go!" Gobber didn't need to tell them twice as all scattered to the nearby shields lined against the wall. "Your most important piece of equipment is your shield!" he informed them. "If you must make a choice between a sword or a shield, take the shield!"

Somewhere nearby, the twins were fighting over shields, but Astrid blocked them out. She should've expected it anyway. Because they were distracted, they ended up getting knocked out of the "training game".

"Those shields are good for another thing!" Gobber instructed them. "Noise! Make lots of it to throw off a dragons aim!"

All four of the remaining trainees had hand-held weapons. Astrid, seeing that no one else was making any noise, began to beat the metal blade of her axe against the metal of the shield. The others soon followed her example and she could see the Gronckle in front of her beginning to become unsteady in its flying. _**It's working!**_

"All dragons have a limited number of shots," Gobber yelled to the teens over their banging, "How many does a Gronckle have?"

"Five?" Snotlout asked, but it was clear to Astrid that he was just guessing.

"No! Six!" Fishlegs corrected, receiving the affirmative from Gobber.

"Correct! Six! That's one for each of you!"

_**Not the way I'd look at it…,**_Astrid replied silently, but she kept focused on the training exercise in progress. Somehow she had managed to find herself standing in front of Snotlout. The Gronckle spied them. However, Astrid's focus was slightly broken as she heard Snotlout's annoying voice behind her…directed at her.

"So, anyway, uh… I'm moving into my parents' basement. You should come by sometime to work out. You look like you work out."

The dragon was going to fire again and it would just be distracting to Astrid if she had to listen to Snotlout's attempts to woo her. He'd started trying recently and it disgusted her to no end. Just as the Gronckle fired its next shot, Astrid cartwheeled out of the way. Perfect timing too, because, at that moment, Snotlout's shield was blasted from his arm and Gobber confirmed that the vain boy was done with the exercise. _**Thank the Gods!**_

_**Okay, two shots to go. Just keep evading the shots and I'll be good. I'm the only one left, right? **_At first she did not realize it, but her new spot put her right in front of Hiccup. _**Wait, Hiccup? How did he make it to the top two? He must've been hiding this whole time. Typical. I said that I wouldn't be looking out for him and now I am. Great…**_

"So, I guess it's just you and me, huh?" she heard him try to strike up a conversation.

_**Now is no time for conversation!**_ Astrid could see the fire churning in the Gronckle's throat. _**It's going to fire its fifth shot…now!**_ "Nope, just you," she told Hiccup, shortly, as she ran from the blast coming their way.

Hiccup's shield was blasted from his hands and Astrid knew that she had won. However, instead of telling Hiccup that he was out (like he had done for all the others), Gobber just reminded the two that the Gronckle had one shot left. _**Wait…what? This should be over. I should have won this already. Is he…taking pity on Hiccup? Whatever! Let the Gronckle fire its last shot at Hiccup because it's not going to get me!**_

The Gronckle, sensing that Hiccup was the weaker of the remaining teens in the arena, chased the distracted boy as the young Viking went running after his shield, which had been sent rolling when it was blasted from his hands. Astrid took this chance to retreat to the back of the arena and catch her breath. As Astrid watched, Hiccup lost his footing and found himself trapped between the arena's stone wall and the powerful Gronckle. Even from her distance, Astrid saw the Gronckle open its mouth to fire…

…and the shot was deflected high as Gobber caught his hook onto the dragon's jaw. The shot limit had been reached. The training exercise was over. Gobber locked the Gronckle back into its prison and all the teens returned to the arena for closing remarks about the day. The remarks today were simple, but Astrid knew she would never forget them. "Remember, a dragon will always, _always_, go for the kill."

* * *

><p><strong>Good news! I thought that I was going to have to take a Fanfiction hiatus, but, as it turns out, I don't! It would've been because I procrastinated on something for my day job and thought I would need this week to get it completed before the deadline. However, I sat down and focused and completed that this evening. Thank Gods, too, cause I was seriously stressing. You have no idea!<strong>

**Next chapter: I'll probably aim for Saturday after 8 PM US East Coast time. Got a busy week ahead of me. Yay...**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave.**

**Posted: February 23, 2014  
>Edited: February 27, 2014<strong>


	23. Strengths and Weaknesses

**According to my plans, this looks to be the last chapter (at least for a while) solely based on scenes not included in the movie. Most of the upcoming chapters will just be movie scenes and some will be mainly movie scenes with some original scenes thrown in. That being said, let's get ready for the next chapter.**

**Review Replies:**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thank you! Yeah, she was, but that chapter was also written in the heat of a battle (or, well, training for battle), a time when people aren't exactly themselves. Also, I did base some of Astrid's thoughts (like when she's sending Hiccup that glare) on moments from the movie. I watch the movie as I write and was surprised to see that glare. All I did then was add my own twist to it.**

**_Avatarlover123_****: Thank you! I know I've read several HTTYD stories that made me feel that way, so anxious to finish the chapter. I'm glad that you felt that way about my story. It means a lot to know that readers are enjoying the chapters.**

**_Princess Meria_****: Thanks. My busy/stressful week is starting to calm down a bit. Just a bit.**

**_Toothless is best_****: That's okay. I'm just glad you took the time to say something.**

**_Adsdragonlover/Guest_****: It wasn't rude. I prefer when readers point out typos because I'm usually too lazy to go back into the preview on the site and proofread. The last chapter has undergone some serious editing because I rushed it and missed a lot of things (especially the bolding/italicizing of Astrid's thoughts). My update schedule feels very slow to me, but I guess that's cause I see some authors who actually do update each day…but, yeah, thanks for the review(s).**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Well said! The second paragraph of your review really does sound like Hiccup…not that I'm going to psychoanalyze Hiccup (even for a fanfic). Funny, I was just finishing up writing the chapter when your review was posted. It's like you read my mind! Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 23: Strengths and Weaknesses<span>

"Remember, a dragon will always, _always_, go for the kill." That was what Gobber had said to end the lesson and the words resonated in Astrid's head as she walked home that afternoon. Right before the crowd had dispersed, Gobber had told the teens that they would be meeting in the Great Hall that evening for dinner and he asked them to think over today's lesson because they would be discussing it that night.

On her way out of the arena, Astrid caught a quick glance of Hiccup who was walking quite briskly toward the direction of the forest. She thought little of it, though, but it was still interesting that he would choose to go off to the forest to be alone when he could just go back to his house. Whatever, though, Astrid cared little about it; she needed to get home and think about today's survival exercise and what she could say about her strengths and weaknesses tonight when prompted.

Up ahead, Astrid could see her house next to Gobber's forge. Also, near the forge, she saw Snotlout and she could also see that he was facing her way. _**Oh great…**_ She picked up her pace, but it was not fast enough as Snotlout came up to her.

"Y'know, Astrid, we didn't get much time to talk earlier. So, anyway…?"

"No." Astrid's reply was prompt; she knew that whatever Snotlout wanted to talk about, she would want no part of it.

"But, Astrid…"

"Not interested." Again, Astrid did not even wait to hear what Snotlout wanted to talk about. Before she could hear any more, Astrid entered her house, shut the door, and used a nearby chair to barricade it shut. Confident that the chair would keep the door locked to the outside, Astrid went to her bedroom and lay down on her bed. Staring at the ceiling above her, Astrid played out the training exercise from earlier today, envisioning all that she had sensed. She saw the heated battle and the maneuvers she had used to evade the charging dragon. She could hear the sounds of battle around her, Gobber's yelled instructions, and tips. She could even, to an extent, hear the sound of the twins fighting over shields. She could smell the tell-tale scent of smoke and fire and the anxiety of the scared teens who had not expected to face a dragon on their first day of training. She could feel the raging feelings inside her, the desperation to be the last teen standing and the smooth wooden handle of her favorite axe. The scenes she was replying in her mind ended and Astrid broke her concentration to stare again at the ceiling above her bed.

What could she say tonight about what they experienced today? So much had happened, both good and…not so good. For one thing, all six of them had made it out alive with all limbs intact...although, Hiccup would've been blown to Valhalla if Gobber hadn't saved him. This, although a definite success, was not something that Gobber would care about hearing in their discussion tonight. If he, as their instructor, would be giving his own personal strengths and weaknesses, this would be on his list. Astrid had to focus her thoughts on what she did well today and what she could improve on next time.

To help herself hash down a list for dinner, Astrid replayed the scene a second time. This time, instead of recounting everything sensory, she narrowed down to focus just on her actions and how they played out in regards to the final outcome of the exercise. She had made it down to the final two, so the majority of what she had down had to fall under the strengths category. She had blocked out both Snotlout and Hiccup who had both obviously rather talk and be distracted than actually try to stay alive and away from the Gronckle. So…her focus, that was a strength. What else could she say about today's performance?

Well, she had not freaked out like Hiccup and Fishlegs when the Gronckle was released from its cell. When asked what they would need for the fight, the two had given strange and rushed answers. She, on the other hand, had relaxed, actually thought about the question, and given the correct answer. Sure, that could partially be that she was focused, but Astrid thought there was more to it. She hadn't let her nerves get to her. She had remained relaxed and that had fueled her focus. Another strength to add to her list!

She had made it to the top two; this was an accomplishment that her mind kept returning to again and again. Technically, if she wanted to be correct, she had won today's exercise. Hiccup's shield had gotten blasted from his hand. _**How did I make it to the top two? That would definitely have to be considered a strength. Well, all I really did was just stay away from the Gronckle so that it couldn't blast me. So…evading and dodging, I guess those are also strengths. Although, knowing Gobber, he's not going to really care to hear a discussion focused entirely on what I did well today. What do I need to improve on?**_

Astrid had to think a little more about this question. She had been the winner today, but that did not mean that she was perfect. It just meant that the others in her training class weren't as good as her, which she had expected. Where did I go wrong today? Again, she replayed the exercise one last time, focusing on her moves and how she could improve them next time to be a more effective dragon fighter_**. I did make a few mistakes. If I…then, yeah…that would work.**_ Her list of today's strengths and weakness was now complete. She knew now what she would say if Gobber asked her tonight at dinner.

* * *

><p><strong>Just a little short filler chapter this time, but Astrid needed to be doing something while Hiccup was out in the woods observing the Night Fury. On the plus side, this chapter has been posted ahead of schedule!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: The teens share their first dinner as dragon training students together.**

**Next Chapter: I'll probably try to aim to have the next chapter posted Monday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: February 28, 2014**


	24. Group Dinner (The Dragon Manual)

**It's time for dinner. I'm kinda excited to write this chapter because this is one of my favorite scenes in the movie. Well, some of the later scenes will probably be more fun, but we're not there yet.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks! Here's more.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Again, it's all good. Thanks for taking the time to comment.**

_**ToneishaShipper**_**: Thanks. Yeah, that's what I'm trying to do, so I'm super glad that it's been working. I don't know about you, but I get so bored of reading "rewrites" (that's what I call them). Back when I read more in The Hunger Games fandom, I would see so many Peeta's POV stories. The first several I read were great, but it gets so redundant and I tended to forget which one was which. That's why my goal with Brave is deliver the story of Astrid and make it one that will be memorable, interesting, and, overall, unique.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Thanks…and I won't make you wait until Monday. Here's the next chapter.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 24: Group Dinner (The Dragon Manual)<span>

Now that Astrid knew what she would say about her performance today, she was ready for dinner with the rest of the group. She took the rest of the time to freshen up and bathe before the rains returned that night (she just knew it would rain again; there was a scent of it in the late afternoon air). Once her hair was mostly dried, Astrid braided it back once again. By the time that was all finished, it was just about that time. Just as Astrid was about to leave her house, she saw the first intermittent drops of the returning rain. Grabbing a nearby shield from her home, Astrid tucked it under her arm. If the rains became heavier before she arrived at the Great Hall, she would use it to stay as dry as possible because she did not want to be uncomfortably wet while sitting through dinner.

This time, unlike with training that morning, everyone showed up ahead of the predetermined time. Well, that is, everyone showed up except for Hiccup, but, in a way, Astrid should've expected that. The young heir had been the last one to show up for training that morning, so it made sense that he would be the last one to arrive for dinner. _**He's never where he should be.**_

The time that Gobber had chosen to meet was at the end of the normal dinner hours, so there were still some Vikings in the Great Hall, but, for the most part, it was empty and they had a quiet atmosphere to eat and discuss the day's events. Gobber lead the discussions. He would give the name of one of the teens and ask the other teens to state where the named teen had "messed up"; Astrid commented on all of them based on the quick observations she had made. It was expected of all teens to critique the others. That was part of the training process. Because she wanted to be that top student later on in training, Astrid wanted to appear as if she could focus on both the dragon and the others around her. A good warrior would block out all surroundings and focus only on his or her battle. An excellent warrior could focus on everything around him or her and still be successful in battle.

Finally, it was Astrid's turn. "Alright, where did Astrid go wrong in the ring today?" Gobber asked, directing the question first to her.

"I mistimed my somersault dive. It was sloppy. It threw off my reverse tumble." She was referring to something that had occurred right toward the end of the session. _**If Snotlout and Hiccup wouldn't have been trying to distract me. It was mainly Snotlout, but…**_ This she didn't say out loud. Honorable Vikings did not put blame on others. That was something her mother used to tell her. Honorable Vikings find ways to improve themselves, not others.

"Yeah, we noticed," Ruffnut chimed in once Astrid was finished.

"No, no, you were great. That was so 'Astrid'."

Astrid rolled her eyes at Snotlout's remark._** Clearly I'm not going to get any critiques about my performance today. I shouldn't have expected any from this crowd.**_

"She's right. You have to be tough on yourselves," Gobber told the gathered teens. Astrid guessed he was referring to her very detailed critiques of her performance as well as others. Until Astrid had given her self-analysis, the others had only given brief replies that did not even merit the term "critique."

It was at that point that everyone noticed Hiccup's arrival. He was completely soaked and it was clear that he had been caught out in the rain. At least we know that it's still raining.

Gobber, apparently guessing that Hiccup's performance would generate the harsh critiques and criticisms that he was looking for, changed the subject then. "Where did Hiccup go wrong?"

"Uh, he showed up," Ruffnut started.

"He didn't get eaten," Tuffnut continued.

These were the types of responses Astrid had been hearing all night from everyone. Simple one-liners that really did little to help with future improvement. Someone should give Hiccup some worthwhile criticism or he'll just keep …well, being Hiccup in the future. Astrid clearly would have to be that someone so she gave her response which was something she had been thinking earlier at the start of dinner that night. "He's never where he should be."

Astrid could tell that Gobber was starting to get annoyed by all the half-thought answers as he replied, "Thank you, Astrid." He switched back to, what Astrid thought of as, his training voice as he addressed all teens, including Hiccup, who had grabbed the plate of chicken left out for him and was now staring at the food. "You need to live and breathe this stuff." He pulled out a book and threw it down onto the table near the majority of the teens. "The dragon manual," he explained. "Everything we know about every dragon we know of."

A soft rumble of thunder sounded overhead and Gobber stopped to listen. Astrid waited, wondering why the blacksmith/trainer had just stopped. Her answer came soon after. "No attacks tonight. Study up." Officially finished with training matters for the day, he left the Hall.

Astrid decided to stay a little longer and she quickly grew to regret it as she listened to her friend discuss what Gobber has just said before leaving the Hall. The twins immediately protested the idea of studying. They preferred to attack things head-on and cared little if their method ended up causing more destruction. In fact, they preferred their methods to cause more destruction for Berk.

Snotlout, who got along so well with the twins because all three thought in similar ways, voiced that very reason for his dislike of the mere idea of studying. "Why read words when you can just kill the stuff the words tell you about?"

Fishlegs, always the studious one in their group, answered by expressing that he had read the dragon manual "like seven times" and proceeded to list off several of the many dragons he remembered from the book. The twins mocked this by telling him that there was a chance they would've read it, but now they did not have to because he gave away all the information. Astrid knew that not to be true, but this was the twins, so she kept silent.

"You guys read. I'll go kill stuff," Snotlout decided, rising from the table. The twins followed in hopes of helping Snotlout kill stuff and Fishlegs continued trying to tell the other four about the various dragons detailed in the book that continued to sit on the table where Gobber had dropped it. Astrid wanted no parts of the messes and troubles they were about to get into, so she just remained seated at the table.

However, directly after the others had left the table, Hiccup popped up beside her and attempted, once again, to jumpstart a conversation. "So, I guess we'll share?" he began, referring to the book lying beside her on the table.

Not even giving Hiccup time to finish, Astrid immediately pushed the book closer to Hiccup and spat out a quick "Read it." before walking away. To Hiccup, it may have seemed that she was heading off to join up with her friends, but that was not the case at all. No, Astrid was heading home to get some rest and be ready for another day of dragon training. She quickly exited the Great Hall and it was only when she was outside in the pouring rain that she realized she had walked right past her shield and left it inside the Great Hall. Not giving it any more thought, Astrid continued walking. It didn't matter as much now because she was just going home anyway. A little rain wasn't going to bother her._** It's still better than staying in the Great Hall alone with Hiccup…**_

* * *

><p><strong>I decided to get this up early. Yay! Oh, so as I was watching this scene, I found something new to laugh at. Okay, it's right after Tuffnut complains about having to read and right before Snotlout says his line about killing the stuff the words tell you about or something. Right there, you have GOT to look at Tuffnut's face. I about died laughing the first time I saw that tonight and then had to rewind it several times. Not only that, but he looks like a monkey (at least to me) … and Hiccup has such big ears. I never noticed, but it's easier to see when his hair's all wet. … Now everyone's going to go rewatch this scene in the movie, right?<strong>

**Also, I apologize for the lame title. Filler chapters are so hard to give titles to because nothing happens in them!**

**Coming Up: The Deadly Nadder!**

**Next Chapter: This one's posted early, but that probably won't affect the update schedule all that much. I'll try to aim to have the next chapter posted…Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: March 2, 2014**


	25. Figure Out Which Side You're On!

**Moving right along in movie scenes and that brings us to day two of dragon training! Again, nothing more to say, so I'll just skip right ahead to review replies.**

**Review Replies:**

**_Ferdoos_****: Well, Astrid has changed a bit. The desire to train hard (and shut out Hiccup) stems from her parents who all but told her that she'd better be at the top of her class when they return. Also, a lot of her thoughts and actions come from observations I have seen as I watch the movie. Some are subtle, but they are there. Astrid's character is going to shift a lot throughout this story because she is dynamic and ever-changing.**

**_Toothless is best_****: Yes, I noticed so many things in that last scene. Also, I like posting early because writing this story and Wheel is a lot of fun (although, right now, I really like Wheel because it's getting good!)**

**_Avatarlover123_****: You are welcome. I'm going to have to rewatch this movie in its entirety someday soon. For this story, I'm watching it, but severely chopping it into pieces. I just need to watch the whole movie without chopping out scenes.**

**_lucas andrade.311056_****: Yep, that's the idea. We saw Hiccup's story already, so this is Astrid's story. The next chapter is here! P.S. Sorry, the site doesn't like when I type your username, so I had to alter it a little to get it to show.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: I liked that scene too. It was fun to write because I could definitely imagine something like that happening between Snotlout and Astrid. Also, I will (most likely!) never pair those two together. They just don't fit as a couple…at all. I love Astrid as a character. After Hiccup, she is my second favorite and Heather is my third. I will definitely have other HTTYD stories in the future. In fact, I have several planned. That sounds like a good storyline/segment of a story. I would definitely like to do a story of Hiccup and Heather, but I'll have to think a bit more on that. I hate writing cliché stories and stories with that pairing either turn out really great or really bad. There's no in-between. I'll give it some thought.**

**_Adsdragonlover_****: It's fine. Thanks for commenting.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 25: Figure Out Which Side You're On!<span>

When Astrid arrived at the arena the next morning, she found that Gobber had already arrived and set up a maze of high wooden fences in the arena's open interior center. This should be fun. Once everyone was present and accounted for, Gobber explained that he would be unleashing the Deadly Nadder for today's class and that he would be guiding them from above. A man of few words, Gobber then left the arena, locking the gate behind him. As soon as he made it to the spectating area, Gobber unlocked the Deadly Nadder's cage and the big blue dragon tore out into the arena. Seeing the high fences and the scrambling armed teens, the dragon immediately jumped up onto the fences, hopping from one to another, instigating the chase.

"Today is all about attack! Nadders are quick and light on their feet. Your job is to be quicker and lighter! Look for its blind spot. Every dragon has one. Find it, hide in it, and strike!"

Though Astrid had wanted to complete today's training exercise alone, sometime after they started Snotlout had begun to follow her. Astrid thought little of it; if he kept quiet and didn't interfere with her ability to effectively complete the exercise, then she did not care. As long as he wouldn't be a distraction. Speaking of distractions, there was Hiccup loudly asking Gobber about Night Furies. **_Is he still going on about that? Why has he become so interested in Night Furies lately anyway? So he can make up more stories? You know what? It really doesn't matter right now. What does matter is that he is going to get himself killed if he doesn't get down and out of sight!_** "Hiccup!" she whispered to him, effectively getting his attention. "Get down!" she whispered again, motioning downward with her shield.

Astrid peeked out from her hiding place and saw the Nadder peek out from one nearby. **_It is close. I know how to get past it! _**Taking a few deep breaths to calm her nerves, Astrid lead the way, tumbling silently across the opening, using her shield to propel her the rest of the way. Snotlout followed and then Hiccup…well, almost. Looking back, Astrid saw that Hiccup, not as strong as the two before him, had gotten stuck in the middle of the opening and had been quickly spotted by the Nadder. **_Oh no…_**

They separated. Astrid and Snotlout continued one way and Hiccup went another. The Nadder, seeking a bigger prize, hopped along the tops of the fences after Astrid and Snotlout. Seeing an opportunity to corner the two, the Nadder jumped down and screeched at the approaching teenagers.

Astrid readied herself to throw her axe in defense, but Snotlout pushed her aside with his side, telling her, "Watch out, babe. I'll take care of this."

"Hey!" she exclaimed in response, caught off-guard and annoyed by Snotlout's actions.

Without taking time to properly aim his mace, Snotlout released the weapon which hit…the fence next to the Nadder which seem to laugh at the incompetent swing.

**_That wasn't even close!_** Astrid glared in disbelief, seething at the boy's lack of skill.

"The sun was in my eyes, Astrid!" came Snotlout's overly-dramatic excuse.

She could hear the churning sound of impending fire, so she took off. Snotlout followed, still going on with his excuse, saying that he could block out the sun but he didn't have time. Astrid didn't really care anymore. The Nadder had chosen now to chase her (as Snotlout had veered off onto another pathway). **_Maybe this time I can actually do something without Snotlout messing it up! Come on, come on. Keep running. Have to keep running!_**

The Nadder kept to the ground, bringing the wooden fences down in its pursuit. **_If it's going to stay on the ground, then the best way to go is…up! _**Astrid made it to the top, but the Nadder was quick to knock over the fence. Like it or not, it was back down to the ground she would go…and it wasn't going to feel too pleasant.

Down below, Astrid could see someone standing. **_Why isn't he running? He is going to get himself killed._** "Hiccup!" she yelled as the fall brought her down right on top of him. Now this was not the way this was supposed to go! The Nadder ran right past them as Astrid tried to untangle herself from the distracted boy. **_Why can't you just cooperate, Hiccup? Do you want us both to die?!_** Nearby, the twins teased this reaction. Annoyed, Astrid made a mental note to punch them both later.

"Let me…why don't you…?" Hiccup tried to reason with her, but Astrid was too preoccupied with trying to get back to defending herself from the Nadder's attack.

Just in time, Astrid wrenched herself to her feet. Nearby, the Nadder had also recovered, digging itself from the fallen debris it had caused. Astrid gasped as she noticed it readying to again attack. She reached for her axe which had become lodged deep into Hiccup's shield when they'd collided. Pulling, she found it to be hopelessly stuck. As she tugged on her axe's handle, Astrid could hear Hiccup's protests of pain. Finally, as time closed in, Astrid just wrenched the entire shield from Hiccup's arm. The boy had gone completely silent and, for a second, Astrid hoped that she had not just broken his scrawny arm in the process. However, she had little time to follow through with the thought as the Nadder approached. **_Finish the battle and then worry about the safety of others_**, she knew.

Swinging the axe-shield weapon, Astrid felt it collide with the Nadder's face. The shield shattered upon impact and the Nadder walked away, defeated. **_It should consider itself lucky_**, she thought as she gasped for breath from all the running she had just done,**_ if Hiccup's shield had not been stuck on my axe, it would be in a lot more pain now!_**

"Well done, Astrid," Gobber complimented as he lead the Nadder back to its cage.

Astrid continued to just breathe for a moment and then she felt a rage growing inside of her. Hiccup had been very unfocused during the entire training exercise today and he had, multiple times, almost gotten himself killed. She didn't know why she was so upset, though. Why did she let this get to her? Was it because his lack of effort could have gotten everyone, all of the others teens, killed as it? That had to be it, but it didn't matter. She turned back, rounding on Hiccup who was still cowering on the ground with his head sheltered by his arms. "Is this some kind of a joke to you?" she asked him and he shifted so that his eyes met hers. "Our parents war is about to become ours, she informed him, although Astrid was certain that he already knew this. Bringing her axe down so that it was level with the boy's face, Astrid finished by telling him, "Figure out which side you're on." That said, she walked away, leaving the arena without another glance back at Hiccup who had already begun to process and ponder the words he had just heard. **_Figure out which side you're on…_**

* * *

><p><strong>Wow…sorry about the ending. It works as a good breaking point in the movie, but…in words…not so much. I still managed to get this up on time, but I had some serious problems writing this. Gods…it was so hard for some reason. Well, it's done now and it's…fairly good, I suppose.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: The dragon fighting trainees and Gobber have dinner together and Astrid notices Hiccup is starting to act a bit strangely. Has he figured out which side he's on?**

**Next Chapter: I'll probably try to aim for Wednesday after 8PM US East Coast time. We'll see how well that works out.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: March 9, 2014**


	26. A Downed Dragon Is A Dead Dragon!

**Review Replies:**

**_vitimontherun_****: Well, not much good running will do Hiccup now. He didn't run when he had the chance. Haha.**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thanks.**

**_Toothless is best_****: Oh, Gods, you are right. It is a mace. My apologies. I will fix that. That's what I get for chopping these scenes into little pieces for writing. Guess I was bound to make some sort of error. At least it was a fairly small one!**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Yeah, that's the way I saw this scene. If she was just yelling at Hiccup out of frustration, though, that, to me, would add a whole different dimension to her character. However, she seems like the type of girl who would get seriously upset (to the point of yelling at said other person) if the actions of someone she loved were reckless. … This doesn't even make sense to me. Darn…guess I'm more tired than I thought.**

**_Adsdragonlover_****: You should read Wheel! I enjoy writing it and it's just starting to get good!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 26: A Downed Dragon Is A Dead Dragon!<span>

"_Figure out which side you're on…"_

Dinner that night was much different than the one Astrid, the other teens, and Gobber had the night before. On this night, Gobber did not ask the teens about their strengths and weaknesses. Astrid figured the reason for this was because he wanted them to think over these on their own, outside of training and group bonding times. Tonight, they had gathered together just as the sky was beginning to darken. As usual, they ended up having to wait for Hiccup, but once the chief's son finally arrived, Gobber led his dragon training class up to the top of one of Berk's many attack towers, the ones used during dragon raids. On top of the tower, he started a fire, an accomplishment that took several minutes.

"You may be wondering why I chose to have dinner up here tonight," Gobber began as their food cooked over the warm and roaring fire. "Well, even if you aren't wondering, I'll tell you anyway. You've all seen towers such as this one, am I correct?" he asked, earning nods from each of the teens.

"Why do we have these towers? What is their purpose?" he continued, using questions to ignite discussion from his students.

"To blow things up!" Tuffnut and Ruffnut replied together. For once, they weren't completely wrong.

"We have them to defend ourselves against the dragons," Astrid amended, stating her words as if it was the most obvious answer ever.

"Correct, Astrid. These towers serve as attack points. When the dragons invade, we have contraptions up here to fire rocks at them. It's not one of our more effective methods of defense, but it's not the worst either. I decided to hold our dinner here because, someday, each of you may have to operate the mechanisms up here on one of these towers and I felt that each of you should become acquainted with being up here. When that day comes, you'll, most likely, have at least two other Vikings up here with you, but that's no guarantee. During training, we will be focusing more on battle strategies because there is more chance that you will be asked to help out on the ground than up here." Seeing that the cooking food was almost finished, Gobber quickly changed the subject. "Now, who's hungry?" Snotlout and the twins were quick to answer. Astrid and Fishlegs both kept quiet, but they nodded in reply. Hiccup, however, had barely moved since he had sat down.

When starting the fire that night, Gobber had asked everyone what they wanted to eat that night. Most had chosen chicken (even though that was the same meat they had eaten last night at dinner). Hiccup, always the odd one out, had opted for fish. Giving each of the teens a stick and an uncooked chicken (or, in Hiccup's case, a raw fish), Gobber and his students sat quietly around the fire, watched their meals cook. Nothing needed to be said. Astrid relished this silence. Berk, usually bustling with action during the day, became peaceful at night when all work ceased and the adult Vikings returned home.

Once their food was completely cooked, the gathered group wasted no time in digging in. Glancing unnoticeably over, across Gobber's large form, Astrid saw that Hiccup was the only one not eating. He had cooked his fish, but he just sat there, staring at nothing in particular as if deep in thought. **_Is he thinking about dragon training? Maybe he's thinking about what side he's on_**. Astrid had calmed down since her outburst earlier that day, but the memories were still quite fresh.

As they ate, Gobber finally broke the silence, launching into a dramatic and exaggerated story about how he had lost his limbs. "And with one twist, he took my hand and swallowed it whole and I saw the look on his face. I was delicious. He must have passed the word because it wasn't a month before another one of them took my leg." Everyone listened intently, gasping in all the correct places. In response, Fishlegs, who was seated next to Astrid, began speaking of strange situations involving killing dragons from inside their bodies. At one point, the piece of chicken in Fishlegs's left hand came swinging dangerously close to Astrid's face; angered, she shot him a glare that he didn't notice anyway.

The next comment, one coming from Snotlout, sparked a new discussion topic. Snotlout said something about using his face to chop off the legs of every dragon he meets. Gobber stopped him immediately, telling him and the others, "It's the wings and the tails you really want. If it can't fly, it can't get away. A downed dragon is a dead dragon."

Astrid made a note to remember that one. **_So, getting rid of anything that helps a dragon to fly is just as effective as killing it?_** She thought back to a time when she was younger, when she'd hesitate to kill dragons; she had not wanted to hear their screeches of agony and pain. Sure times had changed, but, just in case, she'd make sure to start out by sending her axe slicing through the wings of the dragons she would encounter.

At that, Gobber decided to leave and head off to bed, warning them all that they should be getting to sleep soon too so that they would all be prepared when it came time for more training in the morning. "Tomorrow," he told them, referring to what they would be doing in training, "we get to the big boys, slowly but surely making our way up to the Monstrous Nightmare. But, who'll win the honor of killing it?"

Tuffnut did not wait to answer as he set his chicken aside. "It's gonna be me. It's my destiny," he told them, crossing his arms behind his head.

The teens launched into another discussion about some mark on Tuffnut's arms, but it was then that Astrid noticed something amiss on their tower. Hiccup's stick and cooked fish was still here, but the boy was nowhere in sight! **_How did he manage to…oh, right, we were talking? Still, where would he be going? Is he tired already?_**

Setting down her unfinished chicken, Astrid took advantage of the distractions around her. She walked to the steps that lead back down to the ground. In the dark, she saw movement and she could hear the quick clunking of hurried footsteps. Astrid knew that she could easily follow Hiccup, but she decided against it. **_He's probably just tired…but why, then, would he be moving so quickly?_** Something didn't line up and Astrid made a note to investigate and keep a close watch on Hiccup. Defeated, Astrid returned to the group who had never even noticed her absence.

A little while later, Gobber again shooed all the remaining teens away, telling them to go home and get some rest. Astrid, finally tired, said not a word as she headed off in the direction of her quiet house. On her way, Astrid passed by Gobber's forge, which was almost directly next-door to her home. From inside the forge she could see a soft, dim light and hear the steady sounds of hammer hitting against hot metal. **_So that's where Hiccup had been off to in such a hurry!_** Now it was starting to make sense. **_Guess he just had a lot of weapons needing repairing._** Satisfied with the answer she had just received, Astrid entered her home and went right off to bed. She left her bedroom window open just a crack that night, letting the echoes from the forge become her lullaby.

* * *

><p><strong>Meh…I'm only a couple days late. That's not too bad, considering how busy my week has been. Good news is that my next week should be a bit less busy.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: The teens are introduced to the Hideous Zippleback!**

**Next Chapter: I'll probably aim for Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: March 15, 2014**


	27. What Just Happened?

**This chapter should be fun. That's why I'm bringing it to you a little earlier than usual!**

**Review Replies:**

**_Avatarlover123_****: You're welcome. Here's an early update!**

**_ToneishaShipper_****: A lot of fans like that line, I've noticed. It is pretty funny. Yeah, the thoughts are something I don't see in Astrid POV stories (although, this one is not quite a "movie from Astrid's POV" and that will become obvious soon enough). I did not want my story to be cliché and like everyone else's…because that would be boring!**

**_Toothless is best_****: Yeah, I try not to make mistakes, but I'm not above going back and editing older chapters (I just usually don't do it!).**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thanks.**

**_Davisnacho_****: Thank you! This story, according to the outline, is bordering 70 chapters. I wanted it to be different than the rest because it gets boring to read the exact same story over and over again with the only change being the different writers and slightly different styles.**

**_lucas andrade.311056_****: I'm not saying that she doesn't still think it weird. She more so dismisses it because…well, because it's Hiccup and she knows how weird he can get sometimes. I'm looking forward to this chapter too. It's another of my favorite movie scenes.**

**_Angryhenry_****: No worries! I won't be discontinuing this story. This story will run its full course (we're not even halfway through yet!).**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Thank you very much! I do attribute my "success" to the movie, though. I watch the scene as I write and I really look at Astrid's expressions. There's little hiding; it's very easy to read her thoughts. Huh…I never thought of that line in a romantic way, but I can see how it could become romantic. Nice catch! Here's the next update.**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 27: What Just Happened?<span>

"_A downed dragon is a dead dragon."_

Gobber had decided to delay the start time of training the next day. He decided that, since the teens had been progressing fairly well, he would give them the morning off. Training would not begin until after lunch. Even though she had the morning off, Astrid still rose bright and early that day. As she had aged, Astrid had accustomed herself to waking up early and it just did not feel right to sleep late into the day. Besides, she did not want to risk the chance of oversleeping and being late to training that day. She used the extra time to sharpen her favorite axe. Using it each day had dulled it and she had not felt like taking it to the forge; her favorite whetstone could sharpen the blade just as effectively as Gobber's equipment did.

By the time her axe was fully sharpened once again, it was just about time to head out to the arena for the next daily lesson in fighting dragons. When she arrived at the arena, the gate had already been raised and Gobber was there with Fishlegs. Knowing the others, Astrid figured that Snotlout and the twins would come sauntering in together as the decided start time approached. Hiccup was almost always the last one to show up.

Surprisingly, the remaining four teens all arrived around the same time. Astrid's eyes drifted to Hiccup as she noticed that the boy was looking a little wet. The day had been clear, cold but sunny, with no rain. Astrid would've simply figured that the boy had used his morning to bathe, but that explanation fell through when she noticed that his clothing was wet like his hair. She wanted to question Hiccup, find out why his hair and clothing were damp, but as she made to do so, Gobber decided to begin the day's training exercise.

"For today, you are going to need a partner!" he told them. "It is good to learn to work alongside others as a team because that is a tested and truly effective method for fighting dragons. Additionally, our dragon today will also have a partner."

"Oh, it's the Zippleback!" Fishlegs piped up, instantly.

"Correct! Now, unfortunately, ladies, you don't have a choice. You two will have to be paired up together," he told them, pointing between Astrid and Ruffnut. "As for the boys…Snotlout!" Gobber barked, grabbing the boy's attention instantly. "Choose one of the other three boys to be your partner."

As expected, Snotlout chose Tuffnut. This left Hiccup and Fishlegs to be the other set of pairs for the training exercise today. Gobber than gave each of his trainees a bucket filled with water. Briefly, he explained the exercise and told them that, once the Zippleback was out of its cage, he would be in the back of the arena, just in case he had to intervene and settle a situation.

"Today is about teamwork," he reminded all the students as the Zippleback burst, in a fiery blaze, from its unlocked cell. "Now, a wet dragon head can't light its fire. The Hideous Zippleback is extra tricky," he explained the exercise as the teens automatically joined back-to-back with their chosen/decided partners. "One head breathes gas, the other head lights it. Your job is to know which is which."

As Gobber explained the background on the day's dragon and the training exercise, Astrid kept her eyes moving, always darting across the arena, ready to strike. Of course, her only weapon today was the heavy bucket of water in her hands. Upon entering the arena, Gobber had confiscated all weapons, telling them that they would get them back at the end of the training exercise…if they survived. Astrid could still remember the nasty smirk on Gobber's face when he'd added that last comment.

The smoke still had not cleared. Instead, it left a hazy mist over the arena. As much as she hated to admit it, Astrid was a little more nervous than usual. It was one thing to see the attacking dragon swooping in at you, but the haze was so think that she could not see anything. Taking a few deep breaths in a mostly-unsuccessful attempt to calm her racing heart, Astrid tried listening for sounds of an approaching dragon, but the arena had gone eerily quiet…well, except for Fishlegs muttering about something over in some place where she could not see him. She also heard Hiccup demand, in a sharp whisper, for his partner to stop the muttering. **_They must be close. I can hear them, but not see them._**

Astrid was snapped out of her thoughts when she hear the sloshing sound of moving water and felt droplets touch her exposed arms.

"Hey! It's us, idiots!" Ruffnut, annoyed by the sudden attempt at a bath, yelled to the set if partners who had tossed the water.

"Your butts are getting bigger. We thought you were a dragon," Tuffnut replied as if the answer was completely obvious.

**_Really? _****_That's_****_ your answer._** Astrid was about to say this in reply when Snotlout spoke up, cutting off the words that sat on the tip of her tongue.

"Not that there's anything wrong with a dragonesque figure…"

**_That's it!_** Astrid did not allow Snotlout time to finish his thoughts before she set down her bucket of water and went over to deliver a swift punch to his face. The punch ended up being stronger than she expected because it sent Snotlout to the ground.

As Astrid took care of Snotlout, Ruffnut threw her full bucket of water at her twin, hitting him right in the face and also sending the boy sprawling to the ground. While Tuffnut was on the ground, something grabbed him and dragged him, disappearing into the smoke. Ruffnut made to go after her brother, but Astrid stopped her, telling her, "Wait!"

Picking up her water bucket, Astrid readied herself to throw the water…but she never got the chance. Astrid's legs were pushed from underneath her as both she and Ruffnut were brought to the ground. When she was thrown to the ground, the bucket flew from her grasp and all water with it. She and Ruffnut were now, like Snotlout and Tuffnut, completely defenseless should the dragon attack them.

Before they could pick themselves up from the ground, Tuffnut ran past them, plowing over his fallen sister on the way. "Oh, I'm hurt! I am very much hurt!" he shrieked, dramatic as always.

**_Well, I guess he's okay…_**

The dragon, clearly losing interest in the fallen girls, went after the final pair in the arena. This gave Astrid and Ruffnut time to rise from the ground and retreat back with Gobber and the others. They had all exhausted their supply of water so the only thing left was to watch Hiccup and Fishlegs.

Fishlegs, so far, came closest to using his water correctly as he tossed the water onto the head that had sparked interest in him. Unfortunately, he found out that he had chosen the—"Oh, wrong head."

The Zippleback, spewing its gas at Fishlegs, chased the boy away and then all attention from both heads turned to Hiccup, the only dragon fighter-in-training who still held a bucket full of water.

**_This is your chance! Show them you aren't some screw-up! Now, Hiccup!_** Astrid silently urged the boy.

"Now, Hiccup!" Gobber yelled to him and Hiccup ran forward. Astrid saw the water leave the bucket…and go straight up before and wet the ground in front of the Zippleback. She saw the two heads, blinking as it mocking the failing attempt, follow the water which never even came close.

**_How did you miss that!? It was right in front of you, Hiccup!_**

"Ah, come on," Hiccup simply replied as the Zippleback heads crept closer, ready to attack the small and now-defenseless boy.

The Zippleback screeched and Hiccup lost his footing. He tried scooting back, away from the dragon, but the Hideous Zippleback kept approaching. Gobber was ready to intervene, but he was stopped by the sight that had just begun to unfold.

Hiccup had picked himself up from the ground and was sending the Zippleback backwards, toward its cage. In his hands, he held no weapons and his empty bucket had been discarded.**_ H-How is this even possible?_**Astrid continued to watch as Hiccup successfully sent the dragon back to the cage.

When the Zippleback had slowly returned to its prison, Astrid heard Hiccup tell the dragon to think about what it had done and she also heard the sound of something wet and slimy hitting the floor. As Hiccup shut the heavy cage doors, Astrid, just barely, caught a glimpse of something small and striped. It was the thing that Hiccup had thrown in after the Zippleback. **_Is that…an eel?_** She also saw the dragon cowering in a corner of the cage as it tried to stay as far away from the foreign object that now sat in its "home".

The arena went deathly silent as all eyes fixated on Hiccup. Astrid knew that everyone, like her, was trying to fathom what has just taken place. No one understood how Hiccup, who just two days ago, had almost gotten blown to shreds by a Gronckle, had just, without any weapons at all, sent an attack-ready Zippleback back to its cage and walked away without even a scratch.

"Okay, are we done?" Hiccup asked, clearly nervous from all the wordless attention. "Cause I've got some things I need to…uh…yep…uh…see…see ya tomorrow!" Then he was gone, running off out of the arena.

Astrid watched him leave, following his movements with her gaze. She was still stunned speechless by the events that had just taken place. **_How did Hiccup…this makes no sense! W-What just happened?_**

* * *

><p><strong>I had this mostly done yesterday, so I just decided to post it earlier than planned.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Taking a break from training, Astrid is conflicted by her ever-changing feelings. PLUS: What is with all the whispers she keeps hearing on the wind?**

**Next chapter: I guess I'll aim for…sometime next week, probably next Monday after 10 PM US East Coast time. Got a busy weekend ahead and I'll probably try to give Wheel an update first.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: March 19, 2014**


	28. Whispers

**I'm really glad that everyone liked the last chapter! This chapter, we slow things back down again. If you want to call it a "filler", that might be accurate. However, as I said, this story came about based on many different songs. This chapter starts the next song. At the end of the story (I think), I'll briefly state the songs that provided me inspiration. Hope you enjoy. **

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks!**

_**Princess Meria**_**: I take that as a sign that you enjoyed the last chapter. Haha.**

_**Davisnacho**_**: Thanks. I like it too. There are just so many laughable moments in that scene. Here's the next chapter.**

_**lucas andrade.311056**_**: I'm not sure what she saw in the movie, but for this story, I decided to have it so that she just barely catches a glimpse of it. She's not sure, though, if her eyes deceive her because, in her mind, it's illogical for dragons to fear eels. Hope that clears up explanations for the story version of this scene.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Thank you very much. I hope I can say that this is an early update, but I think there's more chance of it being very late…since I'm losing the weekend and all writing time I could've had.**

_**dragonlover17**_**: Thank you very much! I read your review while I was on a break at work and it made me smile. It really brightened my day.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Oh, these whispers will make their appearance. No worries about that. It's just another underlying sub-plot. Wait no more. The chapter is here!**

**_Adsdragonlover_: I'll look back over the chapter sometime when I get time. Been busier than usual lately. I hope you read Wheel. That story is starting to move into the good (and angst-filled) parts.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 28: Whispers<span>

Dragon training had long since ended and still Astrid continued to ponder over what had just happened that day. Still, hours later, she was no closer to understanding what had happened, how Hiccup had accomplished what he did. _**Maybe it was luck. Since when has Hiccup ever been lucky? He's one of unluckiest boys I have ever seen! It could not have been luck. Well, it wasn't skill, that's for sure. If not skill or luck, though, what was it?**_

As she walked home that afternoon, Astrid heard whispered talk of what had happened over in the arena. The other teens had already been discussing it loudly and the word had spread across Berk like a wildfire through parched woods. _**You have to be living under a rock to have not heard of that strange occurrence**_, Astrid observed.

Astrid went straight home quickly. Later that night, she would probably head over to the Great Hall for dinner. Passing by the forge, Astrid heard sounds from within and, almost immediately, she knew who was making the noise. It was Hiccup…it had to have been him. Gobber was spending less time at the forge lately due to his training responsibilities. Hiccup, however, had been spending a lot more time there lately. Because she lived right next to the forge, Astrid knew, with confidence, that Hiccup was often at the forge, sometimes even late into the night, working. _**Does he have to pick up Gobber's slack? Is that why Hiccup has been working there a lot more lately? **_she wondered.

Deciding against worrying about it, Astrid entered her house and retreated to her room. She could hear the muffled sounds from the forge as she lay on her bed. The sounds turned her thoughts toward the boy who was making them. Astrid remembered a time years back when they had tried secretly to be friends. It had been fun and she had been glad to have one person, a friend who actually cared about her well-being. Sure, she'd had the twins, and Fishlegs, and Snotlout, but could she trust them to always have her back? Hiccup, Astrid knew, would always have been there…if she would've let him. Instead, she had let her foolish pride cut a rift between them.

Clearing her mind of all thoughts of Hiccup, Astrid turned to look at the window, observing the sun to obtain a relative estimation of the time. Because Gobber had ended dragon training early for the day, he had not organized a formal dinner for that night. Although, Astrid suspected that could also have to do with what had occurred earlier in the arena. As for the time, it was later, but Astrid did not yet feel like heading up to the Great Hall. She would go later on, maybe in another hour or so, but the time felt like it was moving so slowly and, for once, Astrid felt bored. Having adjusted to spending all day training in the arena, it just no longer felt right not to be doing anything. _**Next time I get an afternoon off, I should probably go axe-throwing or something to keep busy. **_

Finally, as the sun was approaching the horizon, Astrid pulled herself up from her bed and decided to walk on over to the Great Hall to see what she could get for dinner that night. Leaving her house, Astrid could sense a change in the atmosphere around the village. It was a subtle change, but something still felt off to Astrid. More than once the girl caught other Vikings staring at her and whispering as she passed by them. _**What is that whispering all about? Is this still about Hiccup? They all know that I was all set to easily become top of the class, but…that's stupid, Astrid**_! she told herself. _**So what if Hiccup succeeded once. Once! That doesn't mean that he's going to be the top of our dragon training class.**_

Fed up, Astrid listened closer the next time to the whispers. _**I will find out what this is all about because it clearly pertains to me.**_ Veering off-course slightly on her path, Astrid discretely followed a couple of women who she had observed to be part of the whispering group. Finding a spot beside a home, Astrid watched as the two women helped each other wash a small pile of clothing. _**Why are they doing this so late? The water is cold by now**_, Astrid wondered, but the questions left her mind as the women started talking again.

"It still is strange! Who would've guessed that Hiccup would be able to do something like that?"

"Yes!" the other woman answered. "I just wish I would've been there to have seen it. I did hear that Gothi was there to see it."

"Could it possibly have been a fluke or a stroke of luck? What do you think?" the first woman asked and, from the sounds of her voice, it seemed as though she was quite interested in the answer.

"Stoick wouldn't have been hiding the boy's talents, would he? Maybe he told the boy to pretend that he was weak and then, come dragon training time, Hiccup shows his true self!"

"No way!" the first woman replied instantly. "There's no way those two could pull that off. Chief Stoick is quite blunt, not much of an actor. Besides, Hiccup was too good at being a failure. That wasn't acting. What I want to know is what caused Hiccup's skills to change so drastically!"

_**So all the whispering lately is about Hiccup's display in the arena today. I should've guessed.**_ Astrid still wondered why, then, the whispering still always seemed to occur when she was nearby, but she did not question it any further. She was about to turn away and head to the Great Hall for dinner when the conversation topic shifted, a change that immediately caught her attention.

"I really thought the Hofferson's girl would be our next top student, but if Hiccup keeps this up, I'm certain that Gothi will choose him."

It was the second woman who had said this and Astrid now understood why the whispers would start when she walked through the village.

"Yes, young Astrid Hofferson," the first woman replied, but, to the listening Astrid, something sounded off about the tone in which she had spoken. "It is such a shame about her parents."

Now Astrid was very truly confused. Keeping hidden, she listened and waited for the women to continue with the conversation. _**My…parents?**_

* * *

><p><strong>I do apologize for the lateness of this chapter. This past weekend, I was away from home and did not have my laptop. This chapter is a bit short and I'm sorry. I'm sure the ending is a bit rushed too, but I was typing this right before I had to leave to go work overnight. Hopefully it still turned out okay.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Why were the women talking about Astrid's parents? Is Astrid truly ready to hear what they have to say?**

**Next Chapter: I'll probably try to update Wheel (though I said that one would be posted last Monday) by the end of the week. Once that update's complete, Brave's update will be next. Right now, I'm tentatively thinking next Monday after 10PM US East Coast time for the next chapter of Brave.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave.**

**Posted: March 26, 2014**


	29. The Sorrowful Truth

**So…I said that I would update Wheel first, but I changed my mind. The update to Wheel is coming, though, (for those who also read that one) I promise. Anyway, here's filler chapter number 2…but it should, I believe, prove to be important for the progression of this story. **

**Review Replies:**

_**warorpeace**_**: Thanks. Here's the scoop on Astrid's parents.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks. Wait no longer because here's the chapter! **

_**dragonlover17**_**: That reminded me of the scene from Frozen where Anna meets Hans for the first time. I love the lines that she says. Makes me laugh every time. Anyway, thanks and here's the next chapter.**

_**Angryhenry**_**: She's not going to move in with Hiccup…at least, not yet. I'm not sure I understand the second question, but I'll do my best to answer. The reason those events/actions aren't changing is because I'm trying to keep the story consistent with the movie. Sure, I came up with different scenarios for the first nineteen chapters, but the movie doesn't show us anything about the days of Astrid's youth. Now that we're up to the movie sequences, everything will be based around the scenes from the movie. I hope that helped to better explain the story.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Good scenarios. Let's find out what's really going on! Here's the next chapter.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Yep, a cliffhanger. Trust me, if I feel like using one, I will use one and it will bug the heck out of readers. I am known for this stuff. … Well, not really, but I will be…someday. Haha. Thank you. Here's the next chapter.**

**Happy (anonymous): Thank you very much! Here's the next chapter.**

**DaEpicNinja: Thank you very much! Hopefully, the chapters will continue to live up to expectations (despite only being about 1,000 words in length and updated at random). Haha.**

**faisyah865: Good questions. Here's the answer.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 29: The Sorrowful Truth<span>

"Her parents?" the second woman asked, echoing Astrid's silent question. "What about them?"

"You haven't heard? Well, I guess that makes sense. It isn't like they go around here talking about it. In fact, the change was quite subtle."

Astrid stood fixated in place, waiting to hear more about the topic.

After another slight pause, the first woman continued once again. "At one time, the Hofferson parents were like most of the other teens' parents. They loved their daughter wholeheartedly and were excited to see her join the dragon training class with the others. I remember many years back when I was a much younger woman. Many days I would walk through the streets and pass by the family. Young Astrid's parents would always take their daughter out for walks around town and it was clear to anyone how much they adored their daughter. Astrid was always a curious young one and her parents both were eager to answer any questions she would have. Some days I would stop and talk with them for a bit and their favorite topic was always their daughter; the conversations revolved around Astrid. You should've seen how their eyes would sparkle and gleam with pride for the girl!"

As Astrid listened, she remembered the scenes being described, watching them play out. Walking through the village streets with her parents had been something young Astrid had enjoyed very much, but as she had grown older, her parents' had become busier and busier and their time to walk together through the village diminished.

"However, there is something amiss in the family. I've seen this change of which I speak. It started a few years back. The parents began to notice how their daughter was much smarter and more skilled than the other children her age. While it is true for parents to believe their children are better than others, this all got very out-of-control in the Hofferson's household. Astrid's parents began to set ridiculously high expectations for their daughter. They pushed her harder and harder, testing the limits. They were harsh critics."

"How do you know all this?" the other woman asked, her voice filled with intrigue over what she was hearing.

"I frequently travel to Gobber's for my husband. He's very hard on his weapons, you see. On my way there, as I walk past the Hofferson house, I sometimes hear the talks coming from inside. I could never even imagine how strict the consequences could be if young Astrid was to not succeed, but I do guarantee that there were repercussions for failure. It has gotten worse over time and it is clear that this is tearing the family apart. Have you not noticed? It is rare to see the three of them together anymore, even at dinner in the Great Hall. In fact, the parents are off on that raid now; they left their daughter here all by herself and I don't doubt they expect her to arise as the dragon training champion by the time they return."

"Now that you mention it…" the second woman trailed off slightly. "Why did I never notice this?"

"Yes…and if Hiccup starts succeeding in dragon training class…if he were to be chosen as top student, the one to slay the dragon in front of our village…it could very well tear the Hofferson family apart completely…forever."

Astrid could feel her anger beginning to fume once again. How dare these women talk ill of her parents! In her anger, Astrid almost missed the next change of topic.

"Such a situation…that can't be good for the girl."

"I don't doubt it. Haven't you already noticed? She's…different. Already thirteen and by this time she should be getting closer to marriage. Yet, she has never had a boyfriend. When I was her age, I'd already had several boyfriends and my parents were already beginning to negotiate marriage deals. It's not even a matter of looks for Astrid either because she is quite a pretty young girl. I think she naturally tends to shy away from human affection. .."

Finally, Astrid's anger overcame her and she stormed from her hiding place, heading in the opposite direction and retreating back to her house. Grabbing dinner at the Great Hall was a forgotten task. For now, Astrid's main priority was to get back inside her house before she fully snapped and took her anger out on one of the many innocent members of her tribe.

Once she had safely made back inside her house and shut the door, Astrid pressed her back to the closed door. "How dare those woman talk about me like they know me…like they know my family!" As much as it hurt to hear such gossip out in the village, deep down in the dark recesses of her mind, Astrid knew that those women had a point. It didn't take a genius to see and know just how much the bonds between the members in Astrid's family were severing and crumbling down around her…and all she could do was sit and watch helplessly.

How was it that those in the village could so easily see how dysfunctional her family had become while Astrid still believed, held out hope, that the broken bonds could be fixed? Was it that Astrid had been blinded by her belief that things could somehow work out? That everything could return to how it had been when she was younger.

She could feel her eyes growing misty as memories of her happy past and reminders from the overheard conversation played through her mind. That's when Astrid remembered how the conversation topic had changed. Just thinking about it made her want to throw her axe into one of the walls furthest from her spot in front of the door. "I do not shy away from human affection! I'm just…waiting for the right person to come." Astrid knew exactly who that right person was, but she also knew that there was no way it would ever happen; her parents would never allow it.

Just thinking about all this, everything she had heard today, overwhelmed Astrid and the tears that she had so desperately tried to hide came pouring out from her eyes, streaming down her face like rain. From a young age, she had been trained not to cry. "Tears are for the weak," her father had once said to her when she was but a girl. In that moment, though, as her eyes fully opened for the first time to the situations around her, Astrid realized something else. _**Even shieldmaidens can't be tough all the time. Maybe it's okay to cry sometimes.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Sorry for the delayed time it took in getting this posted. I had a hard time getting this one just right…and I don't even know why. Now I'm finally confident that this is the way I wanted this chapter to be. Also, my parents have started getting on my case again. They think they I'm wasting my time by being on the laptop all the time. They get into these fits sometimes. It's kinda funny, though, considering my dad is a professional writer…yet he thinks that my writing on here to pass the time is a waste of time. Anyway…<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Training has resumed and the Gronckle gets its chance again (as Gobber promised). Astrid keeps a closer watch on Hiccup and…wait a minute, how did he do that? Gronckles don't do that…do they?**

**Next chapter: Hopefully (Astrid isn't the only one having family struggles right now. Haha), I will try to get the next chapter posted…Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave. **

**Posted: April 5, 2014**


	30. Bested Again!

**Go figure…I don't get sick all winter. It's finally spring…and I get sick...like sore/dry throat, headache, fatigue, chills…everything. I'm just going to blame that on why this chapter is probably not as good as all the other ones thus far. **

**Before I forget, I'm really glad everyone liked the last chapter…even with all the feels. I wasn't sure how good it was, but you all have restored my confidence. Thank you for that.**

**10 reviews for chapter 29! That's awesome, guys! I'm so happy to be able to reply to all 10 of you today. **

**Review Replies:**

_**warorpeace**_**: Thanks! That was what I was hoping to hear. Chapter 29 was actually a very pivotal moment for this story (I'm sure you could tell). Wheel's newest update has been posted and here's Brave's update.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks! Wait no longer. Here is the next chapter.**

_**Angryhenry**_**: Well, there will be more, but, as this follows the movie's storyline, we have to take it one step at a time. There will be plenty of Hiccstrid toward the end.**

_**dragonlover17**_**: Frozen is my second favorite animated movie (after HTTYD). I plan to write some stories for that fandom someday. I'm not leaving the HTTYD fandom, though. I feel bad for Astrid's family too. Hopefully things will work out for them.**

_**Hiccup (anonymous)**_**: It is impressive that you read this story all in one day. It's getting so long! Here's the next chapter.**

_**faisyah865**_**: Yes, I agree. That was one of the reasons why this story came to be. However, I did not want my story to be like all the others. Hopefully, I have succeeded in making this storyline its own.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I'm going to guess that means you enjoyed the last chapter? I hope so. Haha.**

_**BestFrEnemies**_**: I'm so glad that it was clear. I wasn't sure if it would be since it's told mainly by those two gossiping women. I'm glad that you really liked the last chapter.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: I'm glad…well, it's sad that you cried, but that was kind of the point. That last chapter was meant to be Astrid's breaking point, her rock-bottom, can't-get-any-lower moment. I'm glad that you loved it.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_: Yep, that last chapter had all of the feels. No more of that for a while. Haha. Here's the next update…right on time! **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 30: Bested Again!<span>

Astrid had recovered from her breakdown. She was ready now to show everyone (her fellow dragon training classmates, the spectating villagers, and, especially Gothi, the village elder) that she deserved the honor of being named top student in the class. As much as she hated to admit, Astrid knew that those women she had overheard were probably right and the girl did not want to think about what her parents would say to her if they were to return and learn that Hiccup, of all people, had bested their perfect daughter in dragon training. No, she would not let that happen! In fact, she would be keeping a closer eye on that boy…at least until she had proof that what had occurred in their last class was just some rare stroke of luck.

Speaking of training, it was to resume later, pretty soon, actually. Astrid was determined and ready. Above all, she was confident. Acing dragon training, being voted top student, best of the best, should come naturally for her.

Leaving her house, Astrid walked out to the arena and waited for everyone else to arrive. When everyone had arrived, Gobber briefed them all on the day's lesson. As he pulled some wooden barriers out from storage, Gobber explained that they would again be seeing the Gronckle. Astrid listened but glanced up to the spectating area above the arena. The elder was already there. _**Good! She'll see me succeed today! **_Additionally, a small crowd of villagers was starting to form. _**Even better!**_

Gobber gave the teens no warning before unleashing the Gronckle upon them. Unlike last time, they were a little better prepared and instantly scrambled to grab themselves a shield. Astrid's concentration was focused mainly on the dragon, but she did chance a stray glance over at Hiccup. The boy still looked to be trembling, but he also appeared to be slightly more confident this time. _**Is it because he subdued that Zippleback without hurting himself? Don't get cocky, Hiccup. You're still…Hiccup.**_

She turned her attention back to the dragon, but it seemed preoccupied dealing with Snotlout and Fishlegs who were standing near to each other. If Astrid had to guess, she'd assume that Snotlout was cowering a bit behind the other boy. When they were younger, Snotlout used to stay inside during the dragon raids while the rest of the group would find ways to sneak out. Astrid had once heard that he spent that time hiding under his bed and, somehow, she could believe it.

The Gronckle, finished with both the other boys, began looking for another victim and Astrid gripped the handle of her axe tighter, ready. Before she could step forward, though, Tuffnut pushed his twin sister toward the dragon, catching its attention. Annoyed by the missed opportunity, Astrid lowered her axe and waited. It did not take long for the dragon to plow right through Ruffnut and the female twin quickly retreated as far away from the Gronckle as possible. It then made short work of her brother with head-butt to the shield. Tuffnut and his weapon were thrown backwards, the shield flying from his hands and landing near to the low-flying Gronckle.

Astrid did not even bother stepping forward as she saw the Gronckle turn to Hiccup next. He had been standing nearest to the recent action. _**Alright, moment of truth…let's see if you can do it again, Hiccup. Wait…is that…grass? Why is he looking at grass? Sure, it can be rare here on Berk sometimes but, seriously, that is not going to help you fight this dragon! **_she silently coached in her head, laughing a bit sharply at the idea.

As the Gronckle approached, Astrid watched as Hiccup worriedly held out his hand (the one holding the grass) and avert his eyes. To Astrid's surprise (although, she definitely wasn't half as surprised as last time!) the Gronckle was brought to the ground and rendered unable to continue. She could've sworn that the dragon actually smelled the grass before it…but that couldn't be! In fact…_**how did that even happen? Gronckles don't do that…do they?**_

More and more villagers showed up to see Hiccup's talent. To Astrid, though, it felt worse. All these people, her fellow tribe members, had arrived to see her being beaten by the boy they had formerly deemed to be a failure. Things were definitely not looking up!

"Well, that's all for dragon training today!" Gobber announced, making his words into more of a show because he knew that many of the villagers were spectating. "We'll resume tomorrow. I think we'll use…the Nadder again."

Astrid made to leave with the rest of her friends when she noticed that Hiccup had already left. How had he slipped past the rest of the teens and the gathered spectators? It didn't even matter. She was glad that he'd left already…wasn't she?

As the bridge to cross back over to mainland Berk came into sight so did a solitary figure. Yep, it was Hiccup. Before Astrid could say anything, the rest of her friends ran up ahead to catch up with the boy, leaving the perturbed girl to catch up to them.

They crowded the boy and bombarded him with greetings, statements of praise, and questions.

"Hey, Hiccup," Tuffnut greeted Hiccup.

"That was incredible!" Fishlegs praised, still awed by what had just recently happened.

"I've never seen a Gronckle do that!" Snotlout admitted, for once not giving his cousin a hard time.

Even Ruffnut was staring at Hiccup in that strange way a girl sometimes stares at a boy whom she thinks she likes. This was just getting too ridiculous.

Hiccup must've been thinking the same thing because Astrid heard him make up an excuse about having "left his axe back in the ring."

Now Astrid knew something was up. Hiccup had most definitely not brought a weapon to training that day. To top it off, he almost ran right into her as he scrambled to get away from the swarming group of teens. The rest of the teens might have been awed and confused by Hiccup and his actions, but Astrid was just angry. _**Things like this don't just happen. Something is going on. Hiccup is hiding something and I'm going to find out what!**_

* * *

><p><strong>And I thought this chapter would be longer than the last one. It probably didn't come out all that well since I have a horrible headache (thanks to being sick), but I'll still post it up and see what you think. The coming up next summary is going to fail (again, due to this stupid headache…).<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Astrid notices Hiccup's confidence continuing to grow as the teens progress through their dragon training. In fact, now it isn't just his confidence in the ring that angers her. What happened to the awkward Hiccup that failed at everything? Something is definitely up!**

**Next chapter: I'll probably keep this set to update/post chapter 31 next Wednesday. By then, this stupid…whatever it is….should be gone and life will be all normal again.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: April 9, 2014**


	31. Vikings Can't Fly

**Again, I'm very glad you all liked chapter 30. As for me, I'm about 90% over being sick. Still have a slight cough, but, for the most part, everything else has cleared up. **

**Well, enough about me. I shan't keep you all waiting because this chapter is going to be good!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thank you!**

_**warorpeace**_**: Thanks x 2 (for complimenting the chapter and the well wishes). "Short" is fairly normal for my chapters anyway. Haha.**

_**DaEpicNinja**_**: Phew! Your review had me a bit scared when I first read it because that is also the opposite of what I want to hear! I want my story to be unique while still maintaining the characters' personalities. Hope you continue to enjoy the story!**

_**Hidden in the Shade**_**: Thanks. I'm glad you like the story. Here's the next chapter.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: There most likely was indeed a hint of jealousy there. I'm glad you liked the chapter. Also, thank you for the well wishes. I hope you are also feeling better.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Yes, that would probably be good. There is a bottle of hand lotion on the table over in the corner as well. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks. I'm a pretty harsh critic when it comes to my writing. Thanks. I hope you are also feeling better. Hmm…yes, what will her parents think? Well, they'll be returning from the raid soon. Guess we shall find out then.**

**_The dirty ripper_: I am seriously impressed by everyone who reads this story in one day. That's thirty chapters…and you didn't lose interest. Yay! Thanks for reading both this and Wheel!**

**_faisyah865_: Oh, yes…she's suspicious and angry (because she can't figure out what's going on). We'll see more of both those emotions in this chapter!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 31: "Vikings Can't Fly"<span>

_**Could it be that Hiccup isn't getting better and that I'm just getting worse?**_ Astrid continued to puzzle over the mystery of what was happening in dragon training. She knew that she shouldn't think so much into it, but this sudden change bothered her…a lot. _**No! There's no way that I've gotten worse! That's not even possible!**_ She had tried to keep a closer watch on Hiccup to see what it is exactly that has the dragons falling down at his feet, literally. However, she could never see. It always happened too fast. _**I'll just have to watch what he does today against that Nadder. I will find out what is going on!**_

_**It just isn't fair, though. No matter how hard I try, it's never good enough! In fact, I shouldn't even have to think thoughts such as this! Hiccup is supposed to be dead last, watching as I triumph all the way to the top. **_

Astrid knew that she needed to stop thinking about this. Besides, it was almost time for dragon training anyway. She left her house and walked toward the Arena. On her way, she really hoped for a nice solitary walk, but, of course, nothing ever seemed to work out as she would like. To make a bad situation even worse, the person who came to walk beside her was the very person she did not want to see right now.

"H-Hi, Astrid. Hi, Astrid. Hi, Astrid."

Astrid rolled her eyes at his nervous attempt to start a conversation. "What do you want, Hiccup?" she asked in a bored tone without even taking a moment to greet him back.

"Uh…I…how's it going? Are you enjoying dragon training?"

Astrid could've laughed at his horrible attempt to smooth talk her. He was no Snotlout that was for sure. Snotlout could smooth talk, but Astrid refused to listen to him either. "Does it look like I'm enjoying dragon training?" Astrid snapped back, drawing her words out longer for emphasis. She was not interested in dealing with Hiccup any longer than she had to.

"Okay…uh…stupid question…" Hiccup did not ask another question. Instead he just walked silently beside Astrid who continued to seethe in annoyance.

_**Why can't he just go away? Doesn't he get the message that I don't want to see him right now, that seeing him is just another reminder of my failures? **_

"Astrid…" the whisper was so soft that the mentioned girl almost didn't hear it.

"What do you want now, Hiccup?" Astrid replied, her questioning tone devoid of emotion.

"Y-you know that I could fly you to the moon and back, right? Just said the word and-.

"Don't be ridiculous, Hiccup," Astrid scoffed. "Vikings can't fly." Picking up speed, she walked briskly away, leaving the rejected boy behind. She didn't even feel sorry about what she had just said._** Hiccup was talking nonsense to get my attention. When did he become more like Snotlout?**_ She was really starting to miss the quiet and shunned Hiccup that she used to know, the Hiccup who had been her friend for a very brief time.
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As promised, Gobber unleashed the Nadder for today's training lesson. A crowd had already begun to form in the spectating areas of the arena. Astrid clutched her battle axe tighter not in nervousness, but, more so with anxiety. She was ready to get started; she needed to show these people, her fellow villagers, that Hiccup was not better than her. She needed to find a way to end Hiccup's act and expose him as the fake that he really was, that she knew he was!

Gobber, as training progressed, had started giving his trainees less time and warning before opening the cage doors of that day's dragon. By now, he expected them to know to immediately grab a weapon of choice (if they didn't bring their own) and a shield. Releasing the Nadder, Gobber quickly retreated to the shadows so he could observe his students' actions.

The battle between dragon fighters (in-training) and Nadder raged on, but, as before, Snotlout and the twins were very quickly "taken down". Their weapons were flung out of reach and their shields lay in the opposite direction of their weapons; they were forced to also retreat to the shadows. This time, though, Astrid had a chance to strike before Hiccup could end the battle. _**Yes, this is my chance! I will not waste it!**_ Taking a few quick steps forward to steady herself, Astrid threw her favorite axe in the direction of the quickly approaching Nadder. It moved its head, deflecting the oncoming weapon with the horn that sat just above its nose. The dragon opened its jaws as if it wanted to swallow the attacking girl whole. To avoid serious injuries, Astrid jumped aside and ran over to retrieve her axe from where it had come to rest after the hit from the Nadder.

From the corner of her eye, she could see the Nadder had chosen the final Viking in the arena, Hiccup, for its next target. The boy had a mace in hand, but Astrid really did not think he would be strong enough to swing it. Sure, she didn't exactly like the young heir at the moment, but she'd like it even less if the Nadder were to tear him to pieces. If she stood by and did nothing, Hiccup's blood would stain her hands, hypothetically, just about as much as it would literally stain the Nadder's scales.

With a battle cry, she charged, axe raised high, toward her target. The Nadder, hearing her loud cry, readied its spikes._** Good! Just you try and put up a fight before I drive my nice and sharp blade through your neck! **_Unfortunately, she never got the chance. It was the same scene that played out once again. The only difference was the type of dragon. Hiccup had dropped his mace to the ground and stood weaponless, yet he still managed to bring down the dragon right before Astrid could slice it down herself. Instead, all she could do was gasp for breath and stare, dumbfounded at Hiccup who just looked back at her as if this was a natural and everyday occurrence. The gathered crowd erupted into cheers at seeing the subdued dragon. Gobber and several other male Vikings lifted the Nadder from the ground and locked it back up in its cage. Astrid, frustrated once again, scoffed at the boy in front of her and quickly left the arena.

Dinner that night was no better than dragon training. Astrid sat with her group of friends, but, of course, all they could talk about was Hiccup. Each topic seemed to play into the next and none interested Astrid in the least. She sat there, scowling, as her friends talked about how cool it was that Hiccup, with no weapons and no bloodshed, could bring down all the dragons they faced in the Arena. They asked each other about the suddenness of Hiccup's success and debated his secret to said success.

Hiccup walked in alone later. He had gotten so used to sitting by himself at his own table that his plate and cup usually was set at that table he had chosen. Tonight, though, was different. He had barely slipped into the Great Hall and taken his seat when all of Astrid's friends, every single one of them, and several other adult Vikings swarmed Hiccup's table. They were happily chattering about the recent turn of events and asking questions to the boy.

Astrid who had just about to take a drink from her cup slammed it down on the table. With a growl, she turned away, angered once again. Leaving her dishes, she stormed out of the Great Hall, but she knew that no one noticed. They were all too preoccupied with Hiccup. Out in the open air, Astrid reflected on what had just happened. Was that how Hiccup used to feel? Did he used to hate being alone too? Then, Astrid's thoughts turned to what had been bugging her most. _**Why can't everyone else see what is going on here? Someone like Hiccup doesn't just "get good" at dragon training overnight. I guess it truly is up to me to find out his secrets. Hiccup, I swear that I will discover the truth and then I will expose you to everyone, show them the fake that you really are!**_

* * *

><p><strong>Oh, yes…Astrid's getting mad now! By the way, that opening scene between Hiccup and Astrid is one that I've had planned almost since I started this fic. I wanted to use those exact lines from Astrid. "Don't be ridiculous, Hiccup. Vikings can't fly." Those lines came to me one night and I just thought "YES! This has to go in!" Hope you all like that short scene.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: "Meet the Terrible Terror!" What new trick does Hiccup have to show today? Reflecting the sun's light with his shield? Wait, how did he know to do that?!**

**Next chapter: Happy Easter! I'll try to post up the next chapter on Easter Sunday night (after 10 PM US East Coast time, as always), but if not, then I'll aim for next Wednesday, same time as always. **

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave! **

**Posted: April 17, 2014**


	32. That Familiar Expression

**Well…this definitely didn't get posted on Easter. Sorry…had a busy week with my two jobs.**

**Review Replies:**

_**warorpeace**_**: I'm glad to hear that you like my characterization of Astrid. It's hard sometimes since I'm not working with my own characters (and am, instead, merely just interpreting others). Honestly, though, most of what I do when I write up a chapter is that I just watch the movie carefully bit-by-bit, chunk-by-chunk. I just look at everything (facial expressions, surroundings, character interactions, etc.) and I use those to come up with my chapters. That should be very evident in this chapter and the next as well.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks. I liked it too. That was one of the first scenes planned out for this story.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I know right! It was hard because it sounded like something Hiccup would say, but I had to throw in some extra awkwardness because, well, because it's Hiccup, of course!**

_**Hidden in the Shade**_**: The Terrible Terror scene is here! As for the romantic flight, that will be in a few more chapters. Chapters now are going to stick pretty close to the movie timeline for a bit. I'm sure she will be very surprised indeed!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I loved it too. That scene actually came about when I was listening to that chapter's "inspiration song" (I mentioned about how there are several songs that inspired the chapters in this story). Props to anyone who can guess what song inspired the last chapter! Anyway, though, when I was planning out this story, I heard that song and then I thought about how Hiccup would say this and Astrid would just shun him and put him down as she continued to stay grounded (pun may be intentional) in her old ways. Yeah, I do feel bad for Hiccup, having to put up with all this crap. I'd definitely also have been his friend if I was a Berk Viking!**

**_Avatarlover123_: Not quite. We have the Terrible Terror this chapter and next chapter…well, the preview's in the ending A/N. We still have several chapters until Astrid meets Toothless. **

**_faisyah865_: Astrid is a very practical Viking. Vikings do not have wings so they cannot fly. That is what she thinks! Haha.**

**_Time to Daydream_: Thank you very much! This chapter was almost finished when you reviewed. Another reviewer with a sixth sense! Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 32: That Familiar Expression<span>

"Meet the Terrible Terror."

Gobber unlocked the door, but, unlike the others, it did not swing open. Instead, a small door at the bottom of the cage door fluttered, unleashing the day's dragon. It was fast; Astrid had to give it that. If she hadn't been training to fight dragons for almost her entire life, she might have missed this one's grand entrance.

This dragon was very much unlike all the rest they had faced thus far. It was…smaller, much smaller. Astrid knew not to underestimate it, though. Size did not mean everything. From what she had heard in her parents' talks about Terrors on the island, they were devilish little beasts, sneaky and cunning, very sly. _**It's kinda cute…but maybe that's what it wants me to think!**_ _**I most definitely must keep my guard up with this one.**_

It seemed, though, that not all the teens in the dragon training class knew this lesson. Tuffnut scoffed at the size of the small dragon which simply licked its eye and stared down the kids in front of it. "Ha! it's like the size of my…"

He never finished as the Terror, with a squeak of delight, jumped the boy and knocked him down to the ground. The crowd of spectating Vikings cheered as the Terror chomped down on the male twin's nose, turning it a bright and irritated red.

Astrid resisted the urge to laugh at the ridiculous scene playing out on the arena floor._** This dragon is so unlike the other four. It's smaller and…playful?**_ The dragon did not seem to hold any malicious intent toward the armed teenagers standing before it. In fact, this little dragon had yet to even breathe fire. _**Does it even breathe fire like the others?**_ Astrid wondered; she couldn't remember reading anything about it in the Book of Dragons. That may also have been because she'd merely just skimmed through the bulky book. There was only so many times that she could read the words "Extremely Dangerous. Kill On Sight." before the message had sunk in and she'd closed the book in boredom. _**Still, how am I supposed to take this one down? It's so fast**_. Her eyes focused on the Terror who was enjoying its new "chew toy". _**Maybe while it's distracted, I can…**_

A flash of light hit her eyes and she was briefly blinded_**. What the…? Must have been the sun's glint off someone's weapon…but that's never happened before.**_ The light focused down onto the floor of the arena and immediately grasped the attention of the little Terror. It followed the light as it circled around on the stone floor. As it followed, it pawed at the ground as if trying to grasp at the moving pinprick of light.

Astrid watched, awed, as she finally found the source of the light that had blinded her. Hiccup, letting the sun reflect down off the metal on his shield, was using that to distract the Terror back to its cage. The little dragon, so focused on the light and trying to grab at it, was none the wiser as it followed.

Silence again fell over the entire arena; everyone was mesmerized. Who would ever have thought to use light to send a dragon back to its cage? The teens (minus Hiccup) had all brought their weapons today, but they'd never even had the chance to use them.

Watching intently, Astrid tried to pick up on Hiccup's secrets. It truly made no sense. For the last three training sessions now, he had used non-violent methods…and they'd all worked. He'd used the grass with the Gronckle. He had sent a Nadder falling down at his feet. Now, with just a simple shield, he had practically returned this Terror to its cage. _**How does he know all of these non-violent methods? Where did he learn them?**_

By the time, Tuffnut had ceased his whining and picked himself up off the floor. Seeing Hiccup's actions, he spoke one sentence, directed at Astrid, which instantly turned the girl's expression from intrigue to anger. "Wow, he's better than you ever were!"

Hiccup successfully directed the small light reflection back into the cage and the Terror, tricked by the illusion, returned to its cage. When the dragon had retreated back to its "home", Hiccup, his foot securing the small cage door, turned back to the other teens. On his face was that familiar expression. Astrid hated when he wore that expression. It held innocence and, perhaps even, some slight regret. The angered girl knew now exactly what that expression of his meant. Hiccup hadn't wanted any of this. He didn't want the extra attention from the village. He didn't want the inevitable fate that awaited him: them choosing him to face that dragon in front of the entire village. He had just wanted to show everyone that he wasn't the useless Viking they thought him to be. That was it. Instead, he had risen to the spot Astrid had been training her whole life to achieve. Realizing all of this just angered Astrid even more. Her whole life she had dreamed of being named top student in her dragon training class. Now, that hope was slipping through her hands like water; the title very soon would be given out to the once-worst Viking in all of Berk, a boy who didn't even want the title!

Gripping her axe so tightly that she could feel the skin splitting slightly, Astrid stomped out of the arena once again. This was becoming a daily occurrence. She had to do something to relieve this anger and frustration, Astrid knew. If she didn't, she would get blood on the handle of her favorite axe. _**Why is this axe still my favorite anyway? Hiccup made it and I hate Hiccup right now, so I should hate this axe, right?**_ But she didn't hate the axe and maybe, just maybe, she didn't actually hate Hiccup either. What she did hate, though, was the uncertainty of not knowing how she felt. All these feelings, the anger, the doubt, they all welled up inside of her and that could only mean one thing. _**Many innocent trees are about to feel the blade of my axe!**_

* * *

><p><strong>I kinda like that ending, especially the last paragraph. It kinda just…happened. Hope you all enjoyed the chapter. Sorry for the lateness. Let's just say that I have two jobs and there's been a pretty big demand for people in my lines of work (at both of them) this past week. I'd explain further, but that would take forever.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: No tree will be spared! All will feel the sharp blade of my axe! Astrid rolls to throw again, but stops when she comes face-to-face with a stunned Hiccup who happens to be carrying something big, maybe even bigger than him. What? He slinks off, deeper into the woods. Now I've got you! I'll find out where you go every day and what you are hiding from everyone! She creeps behind a large rock. Peeking out, Astrid finds…**

**Next Chapter: Well, I know my night schedule right now, but my other job has more open hours (I pick my own schedule), so… I'll probably aim to have this posted on this coming Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. We'll see how that works out.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: April 27, 2014**


	33. Frustrations

**I got the chapter out early! Yay! Yeah, I was bored and instead of playing Sims 3, I spent my time with MS Word and Pandora. **

**Who will be this story's 200****th**** reviewer? I guess we'll find out in the next chapter!**

**Oh, one thing that I almost forgot. In my timeline, the Terrible Terror scene, forest encounter scene, and forge/night encounter scene all span the course of one day. As I watch the movie, this seems the most logical way to connect these three chapters/scenes.**

**Review Replies:**

_**warorpeace**_**: Well, she was in that arena, so I believe that she did see what Hiccup was doing (which is one of the reasons why she gets so angry; it's an "I'm frustrated because he knows tricks that I don't know" kinda feeling). Yep, I did watch the Dragons TV show (but I really need to rewatch it eventually because I haven't watched it in months…well, since the finale). **

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: Yes, poor trees. Here's the next update.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thank you. Here's the next update.**

_**dragonlover17**_**: Thanks! I'm glad that my story got you thinking about Astrid's feelings during the movie. **

_**faisyah865**_**: Yep! Astrid's shown to be very intuitive, so that's the way I wanted to portray her. She is there when Hiccup's doing all these fancy tricks, but she still doesn't understand how he knows these techniques work or where he learned them.**

_**Hidden in the Shade**_**: I'm glad that you liked the last chapter!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 33: Frustrations<span>

_**No tree will be spared! All will feel the sharp blade of my axe!**_ Over and over again, the blade wedged itself into the bark on the trunks of the forest's innocent trees. As quickly as the axe was thrown into the bark, Astrid would wrench it back out and repeat the process. Axe-throwing was something she had done for years. At one time, she would throw her axe as practice, to help her get into shape for dragon training. Today, though, her throws were stronger and her axe was sharper; she was angry, very angry. She was angry that she was not easily the top student of her dragon training class. She was angry that this could very well lead to a permanent rift between the members of her family when they learn of what had happened. She was very angry that the village accepted Hiccup's strange methods just like that without questioning his ways.

_**When did it all change?**_ Astrid wondered_**. How did Hiccup get so good?**_ Astrid again found herself missing the younger Hiccup that she used to know, the one whom she had tried to be friends with several years back. _**This can't be real. Hiccup would never be this good at dragon training. It must be a lie. He's a liar, fooling everyone on Berk that he is the best! No, he's not fooling everyone. He can't fool me!**_ Fueled by her anger, Astrid threw her axe once again.

Even in her anger, each throw was flawless. Astrid's form was perfect and the axe would lodge into the tree bark just as she had learned many years ago. Grabbing at the axe's handle after yet another successful throw, Astrid pulled the axe out again. This time, she'd had to pull a little harder; the blade had stuck deep in the last throw. _**Another throw! Let's make another notch in that bark!**_

Somersaulting back in the direction from which she had come, Astrid held her axe high, ready to throw it at one of the trees in that area, but she never had the chance. A short out-of-breath gasp escaped her as she froze in that position. Staring back at her with an expression that clearly showed his surprise at being discovered was Hiccup. _**Or maybe he thinks I'm going to use him for target practice. Good! Let him think that! **_In his hands, Hiccup held something. It was big, almost half the size of the boy. _**What is that? **_Panicked, Hiccup rushed away before Astrid could even lower her axe. Astrid relaxed as she watched Hiccup run off to god-knows-where.

Now she had a choice. Astrid could just leave things as they were. She had discovered that Hiccup was indeed sneaking out of the village and into the woods during their afternoons off from dragon training. That could satisfy her curiosity…to a point. She could also follow him now, expose his secrets and drag him back to the village. Sure, it would probably be better to just let it all go, allow Hiccup to slink off secretly to wherever he was going and leave it at that. It was probably better not to question this strange behavior. After all, this is Hiccup that she was talking about now. However, she was Astrid and therefore not known to take the easy way out. Ever. She would definitely follow Hiccup if it meant that there was a chance for her to learn his secrets. Maybe her quest would turn out unsuccessfully. Maybe she would just find Hiccup doing something stupid or crazy. Astrid wouldn't know unless she tried and this was the most perfect opportunity that she might ever get.

Quickly, before she could lose sight of Hiccup, Astrid followed stealthily, keeping pace with the boy. The spikes on her skirt made a small amount of noise, but she was certain that Hiccup knew she would follow him anyway. Up ahead, he disappeared behind a large rock. _**Alright, he made a left at the rock and seemed to keep going**_, Astrid noted. She did not immediately make the turn behind the rock, though. Instead, she used the rock to cover her as she peeked out to get a better idea of the direction which Hiccup had then taken.

Looking out over the rock, Astrid scanned the surrounding area. All she saw for miles was trees, rocks, and shrubbery. Nothing moved. There weren't even any scurrying woodland creatures. Yep, the scene she saw was completely normal. _**Where did Hiccup go? He can't just disappear into thin air! Sure, Hiccup can do a lot of strange things, but I don't think he can do that. He had to have gone somewhere, but…where?**_ Frustrated that she had somehow managed to lose Hiccup, Astrid, growling in anger, balled her fist and slammed it down onto the rock. Astrid was about to head back to the village, but she stopped when a thought came to mind. _**Could Hiccup have possibly gone to that cove? **_She remembered that place he had found several years back; it seemed like the perfect destination for someone who wanted to keep secrets from the villagers of Berk.

Astrid looked out over the rock once again, this time to see if she could find a familiar landmark to set her on the right path towards the cove. She knew how to get there from the village. She also knew how to get there from her favorite training spot. However, she was not throwing at her favorite spot today. In her frustration earlier, Astrid had chosen a different section of the woods and found the first clearing to have plenty of trees within throwing distance. This was new terrain for her and she would be lucky to find her way back to Berk; trekking through the forests on the island was not one of her frequent pastimes. Today, though, she would make a trek through the forest. She would find that cove and she would find Hiccup.
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By the time Astrid finally found the cove again it was late in the afternoon. It had taken awhile, but Astrid was persistent and her inherited Viking stubbornness refused to allow her to turn back and head home before finding this place.

Astrid stayed hidden a moment before revealing herself; she wanted to make sure to catch Hiccup off-guard. As harsh and demented as it may sound, Astrid wanted to see that look of shock and confusion cross Hiccup's face; she wanted him to remain speechless as she dragged him back to the village and to the fate that awaited him. A smile crossed Astrid's face as she pictured the scene that would play out. _**Oh, yes, this will be great! Nowhere for you to run and hide now, Hiccup!**_

"Aha, I've got you now, Hiccup!" Astrid yelled, exasperated, as she jumped from her hiding space to expose the boy once and for all.

* * *

><p><strong>CLIFFHANGER! It's been awhile since we had one, so it seems appropriate enough, I think. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Sounds from Gobber's forge this late at night? It's dark, though. Is someone there? "Hiccup? Are you in there?"**

**Next chapter: Since I got this one up so early, the next chapter is going to be up late. Well, I'll say next Sunday after 10 PM US East Coast time. **

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: April 29, 2014**


	34. You Can't Hide Forever

**Wow…another chapter with 10 (or more) reviews. Thanks, guys! **

**Congrats to this story's 200****th**** reviewer Toothless is best! The anonymous review posted by this reader is officially the 200****th**** review posted to this story!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Am I correct in guessing the anonymous review (the one that is the 200****th**** review) was yours? It's the same name and looks to be yours. I make no assumptions, though. It wouldn't be the first time I've had two different reviewers with the same name review the same chapter.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: You're very welcome. Here's another quick update!**

_**toothlessisbest (anonymous)**_**: This review was the 200****th**** one! Congrats! **

_**marine1324**_**: Yep, so very close! Good luck next time (because I'm certain that we'll hit 300 reviews for this story before it ends.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks. Here's the next chapter.**

_**warorpeace**_**: Actually, recall, this is already Astrid's second visit to the cove. Earlier in the story, she and Hiccup talked here. As for the questions about the ending of the last chapter, all will soon be answered. I have this intricately planned out. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Reviews like this make me so happy. I'm glad you like the story and here's the next chapter!**

_**Pumpkin Spice (anonymous)**_**: We will most definitely find out in this chapter!**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I'm glad that sounds like something Astrid would say. I wasn't quite sure if she'd be that extreme, but…well, this is Astrid. Here's the next chapter. **

_**Sweet Tsubaki**_**: Yeah, this was the first cliffhanger since…probably since the Hiccup and the Outcasts arc much earlier in the story. I'm glad that you like it. Thank you for your thoughts! As for the ages, I started writing the story back before they revealed the teens' official ages, so I just guessed. This also happened in my other story **_**Wheel**_**. Now that we know their real ages, all my future stories will be set when they are fifteen (if it's during the time of the movie) or sixteen (during the time of Riders or Defenders). **

_**SparkyFonzerri**_**: Thank you very much!**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Yes, those scenes (the discovery of Toothless, Romantic Flight, and final exam) will be very fun to write. As a heads-up, chapters 36-37 are deciding the victor and chapter 38 starts the Romantic Flight sequence with Astrid's discovery of Toothless. That sequence will span/be broken into about three chapters. It's hard to describe, but it will make more sense when it is actually written out.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I'm glad you liked that scene. It was fun to write it because, honestly, I could not just see Astrid stopping where the movie ends the scene. She wouldn't give up that easily. You'll see more of that in this chapter as well. I always believe the movie never showed those two scenes (that one and this upcoming one) to their full extent. Also, I'm glad that you enjoyed the Terror chapter. As a writer, I like that last scene of chapter 32 as well. It's really to show the depth of Astrid's character and the complexity of what she is facing.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 34: You Can't Hide Forever<span>

"Aha, I've got you now, Hiccup!" Astrid jumped out from her hiding place. Her smile faded quickly, though, as her sight fell upon an empty and peaceful cove. _**What? I was so sure that he would be here!**_ Just to make sure, Astrid walked a circuit around the cove, checking in any of the obvious possible hiding places and also in some of the more obscure places as well. As she was exploring around a rocky formation, Astrid did notice something of interest. It was a Viking shield similar to the ones they used during dragon training in the arena. _**Aha, so Hiccup has been here! Who else would bring one of those out here to such a calm location? Why did he have it, though?**_ A small gasp escaped Astrid as she realized the most logical answer to her unspoken question. _**Hiccup must have brought it here to use it! I bet he's training with someone outside of our training! That would explain how he started to improve so randomly. Who is he training with, though? Never mind it doesn't matter. What does matter is only that he is cheating! Oh, Hiccup, you are so busted! **_

Astrid approached the shield and tried to pull it out from its spot among the rocks. Bringing it back to the village would be good evidence to support her claims about Hiccup and his "skills". Unfortunately, though, the shield was hopelessly wedged into the rocks and she could not budge it from its resting position. _**How did you manage to get that shield stuck this badly, Hiccup?**_ Stepping back, Astrid gave up in her attempts to pull it out. She'd rather not strain her shoulders because then she would definitely never become top student in dragon training. With strained shoulders, all she would be is a drop-out and that was not something Astrid Hofferson wanted to be. Ever.

_**Should I wait here for Hiccup to return?**_ Astrid wondered. She thought about it, but there was no guarantee that Hiccup would even come back to this cove. He had to have known that she had followed him, that she held suspicions about what he was doing. To top it all off, the day was quickly closing in on its ending and soon it would be too cold to be out here. _**I guess that I can always just go back to the village and corner Hiccup next time I see him. He can't escape forever. Sooner or later, he will tell me what he is doing. I will make sure of it**_, she told herself, glancing back at her axe sitting in its holster. There were advantages to being a strong shieldmaiden-in-training.

Slipping under the tightly-wedged Viking shield, Astrid climbed the rocks and took the path leading back through her favorite clearing and into the village. From the Great Hall, Astrid caught whiffs of food which reminded her that she had eaten little that day. She had skipped lunch, retreating instead immediately into the woods in frustration. _**I guess I could get something to eat before I head home.**_

Tonight, Astrid sat in the back of the hall away from her friends and every other Viking. She did not want to hear the discussions about Hiccup and his techniques. Speaking of Hiccup, he never showed up to dinner that night. This surprised Astrid a little. _**Maybe he ate his dinner at home. Wait, he knows how to cook? What other secrets is that boy keeping?**_

When Astrid had finished her meal, she slipped quietly from the hall. That was another advantage to eating alone in the back of the large room; no one noticed her presence at all. In the time it had taken her to eat, darkness had fallen over Berk once again. With the absence of the sun, the temperatures had also cooled down considerably and Astrid was just ready to return home and start a nice warm roaring fire in the pit located centrally inside her house.

Up ahead, Astrid saw the night Viking watchman-on-duty (in the dark, she could not tell who it was; she could just see the torch he carried) pass by her house. _**Well, it's satisfying to know there are no threats lurking by my house.**_ She hadn't been worried, though. Threats to the safety of Berk never came from the ground, only the sky and, occasionally, from the sea.

Astrid was just about to enter her house when she heard crashing sounds from Gobber's forge. Turning back, she found the building completely dark. No candles were lit. _**Is someone there?**_ Perhaps Hiccup had just entered the building without her seeing. _**That would make sense**_. Maybe he hadn't had time to light a candle and, in his clumsiness, tripped over something in there. From experience, Astrid recalled that Gobber wasn't the neatest Viking on Berk and his forge was often (at least from the times she'd been there) a mess_**. Better see if Hiccup's okay**_, Astrid decided almost reluctantly. She was also curious to know what Hiccup was doing at the forge…if the sounds had been made by Hiccup, that is.

Before she could change her mind, Astrid ran over to the forge. The windows were closed and the building looked to be deserted. _**No, I definitely heard something**_. "Hiccup? Are you in there?"

Astrid's muscles tensed in surprise as the closed windows flew open suddenly and Hiccup, dressed now in the apron he wore while working in the forge, jumped out to greet her. _**This isn't suspicious at all!**_ Astrid remarked sarcastically to herself. _**He's hiding something again.**_ Before he could hastily shut the wooden shutters again, Astrid caught a glimpse of something. It looked to be reflective, catching the light from the moon. _**What is that?**_

"Astrid, hey," he answered, trying (and horribly failing) to act normal and casual. "Hi, Astrid. Hi, Astrid. Hi, Astrid."

"I normally don't care what people do," Astrid continued, bluntly, "but you're acting weird," she told Hiccup, pointing an accusatory finger at him.

Hiccup stumbled backward with a grunt and then gave a nervous smile/laugh as if to shrug it off. Astrid backed up, slightly, stunned by this strange movement. "Well, weirder," she amended her prior statement.

The encounter just continued to get stranger and stranger as the unseen force kept tugging at Hiccup until it finally pulled him back into the forge windows. Before Astrid could see what was going on, the shutters closed once again. _**No, he will not get away again!**_ She rushed to the shutters and tore them open with such force that they slammed back off the building and almost hit her as she peered into the dark forge. Peering in, Astrid found the forge to be pitch-black. Whatever reflective light Astrid thought she had seen before was no longer there. _**Could that have been my imagination? No, that had to be real! **_"Hiccup?" Astrid called in, but no response came. "Hiccup, if you don't answer me, I'm gonna come in there and drag you out here!" Still no answer and Astrid was done waiting. _**Have it your way then!**_

Running around to the side of the building, Astrid entered. _**Well, this is stupid**_, she told herself as she realized just how dark it was inside. She had not had time to grab a candle from her house (because, knowing Hiccup, he would've used that split second to his advantage and Astrid refused to lose him this time!) and she did not know where Gobber kept candles.

Stumbling her way around, Astrid used her hands to guide her through the forge. How she wished that she knew all of Hiccup's possible hiding spaces within the building. _**This is getting me nowhere**_, she determined after several minutes. She couldn't count how many times she had tripped over something and, to her best knowledge, the place was again deserted. _**You can't hide forever, Hiccup.**_ _**You may have gotten away again this time, but someday, someday soon, I will figure out what is going on with you. Count on it!**_

* * *

><p><strong>Gods, the opening AN is so long. It's a full page (and a little more, even) in MS Word. If you read through it all, please know that I am proud of you. I tend to sometimes "leak" info in my opening (and closing) ANs. It doesn't happen often, but sometimes. <strong>

**Sorry about the wait (again!)! Once we get into June, I'll only have one job for a few months, so updates should speed back up again. The month of May for my day job is killer. Very busy. Thanks for waiting!**

**Coming Up Next: Astrid's parents have returned from another unsuccessful search. It's only a matter of time before they find out about everything that has happened since dragon training began. Not to mention that the final exam is quickly approaching. "I need to fix this now. I have to try."**

**Next chapter: As I've said, my predictions are going to be off because of how busy this month is, but right now I'm aiming to have the next chapter finished and posted Tuesday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave…and for putting me with me and my fail predictions!**

**Posted: May 10, 2014**


	35. The Burning Power of Fire

**Guess what? I've got another filler chapter for you! Well, it feels kinda filler-ish to me, but it's necessary. Astrid's parents need to return home eventually and now's the time! Don't worry, though, upcoming chapters will definitely make up for the slowness of/lack of action in this one.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: Here's the next update.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: I'm glad you love it. Thank you!**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Trust me, I counted like five times to be sure. I always do because I want to make sure I'm correct before I say it…and I don't Math….like, at all. It's not a joke, though. Your anonymous review was #200..which I'll eventually add to the currently-nonexistent section of my profile for such amazing reviews (100, 200, 300, etc.). **

_**faisyah865**_**:Yep, very soon. Like…about 4 chapters soon. **

_**Guest(anonymous)**_**: Astrid is upset so she is finding random reasons to help her feel better about her forced move to 2****nd**** place in training. Yes, he isn't technically cheating, but by thinking that Astrid can feel that she is the one who actually deserves to be top student. Also, it made me super happy to read that you will continue reading my stories despite my (sometimes) very inaccurate posting predictions. I hope all readers feel the same way because I would hate to lose some that way. **

_**dragonlover17**_**: I'm really glad to hear that you think I have successfully captured Astrid's thoughts. That was one thing I wondered when I started this story…if I'd be able to write it successfully. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 35: The Burning Power of Fire<span>

_**Everything is ruined!**_ Astrid screamed to herself. Steadily, Hiccup had continued to improve and now there was a noticeable gap between his first-place performance and Astrid's second-place one. Astrid had never felt this way before. All her life she had been the best at everything among those her age. There had never been any competition. Even those in the village knew it too. She had always felt a deep pride in her chest when she heard them talk about her, Astrid Hofferson, the best. Now, she wondered if she would ever hear such talk again.

Astrid was frustrated and she quickly learned how much she hated feeling that way. It made her chest clench and she felt a strange pressure like the very weight of the world was pushing down on her, sinking her lower and lower into the ground. There were times when she wished the ground would actually swallow her whole; it'd be better than dealing with this failure! She wanted to cry, release the torrent of tears, but Astrid could not do that. Tough Vikings didn't cry and Astrid would not ruin that image. Though she was alone, inside her home, it did not matter; she would not cry. Instead, she had resorted to silently cursing the Gods and the world for her misfortunes. Sure that would probably shoot her chances of entering Valhalla someday in the future after her earthly death, but, right now, Astrid didn't even care. Doing this helped her to feel a little better and that was all that mattered at the moment.

_**I can still fix this! I have to try! Tomorrow, The Elder will decide this year's victor and it HAS to be me!**_ Astrid grabbed her axe from where it rested on the wall in its own specialized holder. _**I need to train harder than ever! No rest will come today. Until it gets dark, I will train. Then, I will eat a good dinner and get an early rest for tomorrow! **_

On her way past the docks, Astrid's attention shifted as she noticed a crowd growing. Looking closer, Astrid saw a ship approaching. Despite her distance, Astrid could see how tore and weathered the ship looked, as if it had been to Hel and back. A tattered flag bearing the Berk crest waved meekly in the wind. _**Well, this just makes everything even worse! Just great**_! she told herself as she realized what this meant; her parents and the other Vikings had returned from their search. Judging by the sight of their boat, it seemed the search had not gone well. As Astrid approached, she saw a hole had been blasted into one side of the wooden ship.

Everyone in the crowd was silent as the ship docked. Astrid waited for her parents to exit the ship and find their way to her. When the family was reunited once again, there was a silence for a moment. No one spoke; there were no words to say. It was then that Astrid knew exactly what had happened while her parents were away. The search was as unsuccessful as she had guessed upon seeing the state of the ship.

"Let's go home," Astrid's father said simply and the Hofferson women followed as he led the way.

Gobber had canceled dragon training for today and, tomorrow, he had told them before they ended yesterday, only the top two students would have the arena floor as they showed off their skills to the village Elder who would then judge their performance and choose this year's victor.

Arriving home, Astrid's parents set their supplies (or, rather, what was left of them) down and immediately began to cook lunch over the fire which Astrid had forgotten, in her haste earlier, to put out before leaving the house. Lunch started out silent but Astrid's curiosity got the better of her and she just had to ask, "So…the search…?"

"Yes, it was unsuccessful. We weren't even close to finding the nest. The Chief is very tense and upset," her father answered, knowing exactly what Astrid's question had been before she could even finish asking it.

"Enough about that, though! What about you, Astrid?" her mother spoke up for the first time since arriving back to Berk. "How is training going? You are set to be chosen as top student tomorrow, right?"

"It's…" Astrid started, trying to figure out how to vaguely word her experiences. "…going well. Yeah, it's exciting. Hard to believe it's almost over," she finished with a fake smile and slight laugh. Lying had never really been something that she was good at so hopefully her parents bought her false words.

"Good to hear. We'll be up in the spectating area tomorrow along with the rest of the village. We can't wait to see Gothi declare you top student!" her mother continued without noticing that Astrid was not being completely honest with her answer.

Astrid went back to pushing her lunch around on her wooden plate. "Yeah…can't wait," she muttered. Eating a few more bites, Astrid finally put down her wooden utensils. "Thank you for lunch," she politely spoke as she stood up. "I'm going out to train some more…so I can put on my best show tomorrow."

Her parents accepted her excuse and Astrid was out the door before they could change their minds. Once outside, Astrid's fake smile dropped and a scowl took its place._** I will not let Hiccup ruin my parents' perfect image of me.**_ Desire, a need to claim that top spot, ignited a flame within her heart. She could feel its heat and rage within her, fueling her forward. Astrid knew as well as any Viking of the burning power of fire; Vikings learned from a young age not to touch that beautiful dancing light show that cooked their dinner each night. _**Someone's bound to get burned…and I know exactly who it'll be, Just because it burns doesn't mean you're going to die…but you might wish you were!**_ Astrid smirked as she stalked like a predator to the woods neighboring the village. _**Tomorrow is going to be fun.**_

* * *

><p><strong>That ending sounded so much better in my head! I blame this chapter's inspiration song for wanting me to throw lyrics into the mix. Sorry again about the lateness. On Tuesday (when I said this chapter would be posted), I was literally two sentences from the end (minus adding this AN). I was so close to having it done on time! Then I just slacked off about getting it posted.**

**Coming Up Next: The day has finally arrived! Today, the Elder would be choosing this year's top student! It has come down to the top two, Hiccup and Astrid. Astrid knew her parents were up there, spectating, along with everyone else from the village. "This is my big moment! I will not let Hiccup spoil this! He has no idea of the consequences that will befall my family if I don't win!"**

**Next Chapter: I'm going to try to have chapter 36 posted on Saturday night after 10 PM US East Coast time. We'll see how close I get this time!**

**Thanks, as always, for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: May 18, 2014**


	36. Deciding The Victor

**I'm super excited for this chapter…and the next, like, five chapters after this one! This sequence is one of the best in the film. Hope you all enjoy my portrayal of these wonderful scenes!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks! Here's the next chapter.**

_**cas000q1**_**: She is kinda creepy! That's what happens when you get too obsessed with being the best! **

_**Toothless is best**_**: Yep! You were this story's 100****th**** and 200****th**** reviewer. That's quite an accomplishment! **

_**faisyah865**_**: Yeah, she didn't do herself any favors with thoughts like those!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I can't express how happy I was to wake up and see such encouraging words first thing in the morning. Thank you for writing a review that brightened my day! I like to think that as long as I update this and Wheel at least once or twice a month that will be enough. Some of my other stories haven't been updated in almost 4-5 years. **

**Well, I do watch the movie as I write this story. For the in-between (Hiccup-only movie scenes) moments, I just think "What might Astrid be doing while Hiccup is doing this?" and then I put it into words. Then, as I write those scenes, Astrid's personality forms and I just write that all down. I'm glad that it's believable because I wanted this story to be realistic and canon (though, it will probably diverge a bit soon…maybe). **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 36: Deciding the Victor<span>

The day had finally arrived! Today, the Elder of the village would be choosing this year's top student from the dragon training class. As with every year, the top two students would be competing, vying for the coveted honor of killing the dragon, most likely a Monstrous Nightmare, in front of the entire village. Astrid was ready. There was nothing more she could have done to prepare herself for this moment. Briefly she wondered how shocked her parents would be to see that she was going head-to-head against Hiccup, but she pushed those thoughts from her mind and, instead, imagined how proud they would be when Gothi chose her, their daughter, as top student.

By the time Astrid arrived, a crowd had already started to gather in the spectating areas above the arena. She met Hiccup and Gobber in the main tunnel and waited for instruction. Today would not be like every other day. Today was for show and Gobber, having done this many times before, knew exactly how he wanted to stage the teens' entrance.

"I will introduce you both to the crowd first. Stay put until you hear cheers then enter the arena. Really take it all in! This is your big moment!" he instructed to both Astrid and Hiccup.

As promised, Gobber then entered the crowd and Astrid listened closely as the spectating Vikings grew quiet. "Welcome! Today is a very special day of training. This year's top two recruits, Astrid Hofferson and Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III will soon take the floor in a show of skill and ability. Following today's display, our very own Elder will decide which one is worthy of the honor to kill his or her first dragon in front of all of you. Now, without further talk, I present our two top candidates. My fellow Vikings, here they are! Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III and Astrid Hofferson!"

Astrid led the way, running out and drinking in the explosion of cheers. She circled around, looking up at the faces of her fellow Vikings who had been anxiously waiting for the arrival of this glorious day. Sweeping her eyes over the crowd, Astrid looked for any signs of her parents. They had to be there somewhere, but Astrid did not know where; they had not told her where they'd planned to stand in the spectating area today.

Behind Astrid, Hiccup's entrance was slower, almost reluctant. She turned back to see him shuffle in with a recognizable expression on his face. _**He would rather be anywhere than here. It shouldn't be too hard to claim this victory.**_

Overnight, Gobber and some of the other buff male Vikings had worked to set up the wooden barriers. Usually, the barriers were used as obstacles under Gobber's instruction. Today, however, there would be no instructions. Both teens would need to make their own decisions based on all they had learned in training.

Gobber had directed Astrid and Hiccup to stand side-by-side facing toward the dragons' cages. _**Which dragon will it be? **_Astrid wondered. _**Maybe the Nadder or the Zippleback…something tricky but not as tough as the Nightmare. **_

Not giving his top two students any clues to which dragon they will face, Gobber walked between all the cage doors. "Hiccup. Astrid. Remember your training…and good luck." He stopped at one of the doors, released the lever and left the arena floor just as the dragon burst out of its cage. _**The Gronckle! Now, what's the best way to handle this one?**_ She retreated behind one of the barriers to formulate her battle strategy_**. Okay, first, don't lose sight of it. Remember, Astrid**_, she coached herself, _**dragons are ruthless. They sense a weakness and you're dead!**_ Finally she decided to inch closer slowly and then attack the dragon head-on. That way, she could showcase both her stealth and her attack abilities.

Diving from her current position, she hid behind another barrier closer to the Gronckle as it circled the arena looking for its attackers. It wasn't until she had positioned herself in her new location that Astrid noticed him. Hiccup had clearly been hiding out behind this very barrier. Astrid briefly noticed him smile before she knocked his shield aside. _**Don't think we are allies, Hiccup! This is war!**_ "Stay out of my way! I'm winning this thing," she told him, gripping her axe tighter and getting right up into his face. _**Get the message? **_She didn't say that out loud, though. Her actions should've been clear enough. Astrid didn't wait around for an answer. Now wasn't the time to worry about such trivial things. Briefly, though, she did wonder about his new horned-hat. _**When had he gotten that? He'd never had one during training.**_ Those thoughts were quickly forgotten. It wasn't Hiccup that Astrid needed to worry about today…at least not yet.

Closer and closer, barrier after barrier, Astrid crept to the unsuspecting Gronckle. Axe gripped tightly in hand, she somersault-dived behind one last barrier. "This time! This time for sure!" she reassured herself. Peeking out to be sure the Gronckle had not changed spots again, Astrid screamed out a battle cry and, axe raised high, she jumped the last remaining barriers.

Before she could attack, though, Astrid stopped to behold the sight in front of her. Hiccup was cowering near the passed-out Gronckle. _**I told him that I was the one to win this today! He never listens**_! She fumed as he gestured nervously to the dragon and the weapons lying splayed out around him. Astrid's anger exploded. Slamming her axe sharply on the ground, she screamed out, "NO! YOU SON OF A HALF-TROLL, RAT-EATING, MUNGE-BUCKET!" as she swung the axe around, attacking the air surrounding her.

High above them, the Elder, a short and mute woman, tapped her stick down onto the stone floor on which she and all the other spectators stood, but Astrid paid no mind. She was too frustrated by today's performance and too worried that her parents had just seen everything. They had to have known now that Hiccup had been besting her throughout training. It wasn't until the Chief called for order that the cheers died down and Astrid relaxed slightly. Even she knew that when the chief wanted something done, it was foolish not to obey. He was quite an intimidating man.

The Elder had made her decision and now it was time to hear it. Astrid watched as Hiccup tried to sneak off again just as he always did after training, but this time Gobber, with the hook he was wearing, caught Hiccup's fur vest and dragged him back, placing the boy down on the ground behind him.

Hiccup stammered an excuse about being "kind of late for" something. _**No, not this time you don't! You will tell me now why you are running of everyday! **_Positioning her axe just below his neck, Astrid confronted the boy. "What?! Late for what, exactly?"

Astrid never did get her answer as the chief called for quiet, stating that the Elder had decided. Gobber moved between the two teens, separating them. Both Astrid and Hiccup turned toward the Elder and the Chief and waited for the verdict. First, Gobber raised this hook above Astrid's head. Normally, he would've pointed down at the girl, but he didn't want to slice open her head, so he leveled off the hook above her (something that Astrid was grateful for). The girl stood up straighter and puffed out her chest in an attempt to look like a true victor. Unfortunately, it didn't work as the Elder gave a simple shake of the head. _**No? That's a…no? All her hopes and dreams had just come crashing down. That must mean then…**_

Gobber then moved to point down at Hiccup and the Elder smiled and gave a nod of approval. _**I can't believe this! Hiccup is the top student, the Elder's choice?! No!**_ Everyone immediately broke into cheers for Hiccup's achievement. Everyone, that is, except Astrid.

Astrid seethed, sending glares across the way toward Hiccup. If looks could kill, Hiccup would've been long dead-reduced to ash from the girl's fiery gaze. _**Gobber's right. You've done it, Hiccup. You have embarrassed me in front of my parents. There's no way to fix our broken family ties anymore.**_

The other teens rushed over to celebrate Hiccup's victory, but Astrid stayed back. _**That should've been me. I should've been the one being cheered for and celebrated. **_

Everyone left quickly from the arena. _**No doubt going to the Great Hall to continue celebrating**_, Astrid scoffed. She most definitely was not in the mood to join them. _**There's no way that I can face my parents now. Not after everything that has just happened.**_ She left the already-empty arena and headed for the one place she knew that she could find solace._** I need to be alone now, just me…and my axe.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Yep…super late again. Only (at most) three more weeks left of having two jobs and then I have three months off from my day job. Yay!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: "I just need time to think. What am I going to say to my parents? No doubt they are going to ask about this. What am I going to do?" A noise sounded in the distance. "It sounds like it's heading this way. What is making that sound?"**

**Next Chapter: I dunno why I still try to make predictions. I'm so busy that they are never accurate anymore. Well, I'll try again…I might try to have chapter 37 posted on Saturday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: May 27, 2014**


	37. The Cove

**Um…yep…late again. What else is new? There are only a few chapters left until the Romantic Flight! That's good news, right? Yeah…sorry this is so late. I was having a hard time with Wheel's latest chapter and that was to be updated first.**

**Review Replies:**

_**warorpeace**_**: Great question! Yes, there will be more reveals in the Hofferson family struggles coming up within the next several chapters. I would never introduce something so significant and then just leave it hanging. The grade level means nothing really. It's more so that I'm interested to know where my chapters stand on the Fleisch-Kincaid scale. There's a section on my profile (Yondaime Namikaze) that details what it means. **

_**Toothless is best**_**: Yes, keep reading first! You don't want to miss the Romantic Flight!**

_**faisyah865**_**: No, it's understandable to be excited. Two more chapters (after this one) until the Romantic Flight.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Well, I haven't yet gotten flames for slow updates on this one, but it has happened on other stories of mine that have been deleted (for this very reason). I promise that neither this nor Wheel will be abandoned (though I do need to eventually outline the next few arcs of Wheel). This one is fully outlined (to an extent) and ready to be written. It will be finished. Some of my other stories though have suffered from the years-long hiatus, but these two will not. That I can say for certain.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 37: The Cove<span>

The cove was quiet and this comforted Astrid. She wanted no part of the loud celebration happening at this very moment in the village. _**I just need time to think**_, she tried to convince herself, but it didn't matter; that excuse was so far from the truth. So many thoughts and feelings ran through her mind as she took a seat atop a large boulder near the lake. There was no doubt that her parents had seen every moment. _**They know the truth now. I can't go back home! They'll question…everything's falling apart and I can't stop it from happening!**_ All of the pressure, the need to be the best and fix all that was messed up; it was all too much and Astrid knew not how she would be able to weather it any longer. She had to, but how?

_**What am I going to say to my parents when they ask about this?**_ Astrid wondered. _**There's no doubt that they will ask**_. Astrid knew that she could make up some elaborate story detailing why Hiccup was suddenly worthy of being deemed the best student by the Elder. Astrid also knew that she could just tell them the truth. Right now, though, the idea of fabricating an elaborate story was sounding much better than the truth. She did not want to know what her parents would say if they were to find out that Astrid was, indeed, inferior to Hiccup…especially in dragon training, something Astrid had been training for almost her whole life!

How Astrid just wished she could return to a more peaceful time when her family was content and their relationship was not so fragile and holding, seemingly, by such a thin thread. She knew that she couldn't though. No, she would just have to return home eventually and face the consequences. _**What am I going to do? I don't want to see their expressions of disappointment. There must be something**_! There was nothing.

Astrid knew that she would have to return home to that fateful conversation, but she would savor this moment for just a little while longer. Setting her axe down beside her, Astrid slipped down from the boulder and searched around the lake for a particular type of stone.

Finding a stone that she could work with, Astrid grabbed her axe from where she had set it, handle leaning against the boulder, and climbed back up to her previous location. _**This will work. I'll sharpen my axe and then return home for that dreaded talk. Hopefully by then my parents will have calmed down a little from today**_. Astrid planned to continue with this axe sharpening for a few hours because this was not a process that could be rushed. It was a delicate process and Astrid always enjoyed paying attention to the smallest details and making sure that all areas of the blade were perfectly sharp before finishing.

As she scrapped her stone across her axe's blade, Astrid's thoughts turned to her friends. _**I should have them trialed for treason! Throughout our whole childhood, they teased and harassed Hiccup. Now, he's top of dragon training and they love him as if they've adored him their whole lives…just like everyone else! They all think he's so amazing. Hiccup the Hero! Well, I refuse to believe it! To think that at one time I used to…well, I thought that I…**_In anger, Astrid applied a little too much pressure to her stone and a glaring permanent scrap shone prominently in the spot where she had pressed down just a little much. _**I should just concentrate on this for now.**_

The day passed and evening was quickly approaching; still Astrid was not finished. She continued grinding her whetstone across the blade. The sound of scraping mixed with the typical sounds of the woods calmed her and it wasn't long before Astrid's frustration began to slip away. However, all the frustration and painful memories returned when a new sound started to drift into the peaceful cove. It sounded like muttering and it was coming towards where Astrid sat.

Astrid halted her sharpening and listened, trying to figure out who was entering the cove. She heard snippets of a one-sided conversation. The person was saying something about leaving. Looking closer, Astrid noticed Hiccup's familiar green tunic. _**Wait? Hiccup is…leaving? Why? He won dragon training. He's top student. This is something he's always wanted. Hold on…is he talking to someone? It doesn't look like he's noticed me, so who is he talking to? Maybe he's talking to himself. This is Hiccup so that's definitely a possibility.**_

Keeping quiet, Astrid watched as Hiccup entered the cove and set down a large wicker basket. He looked different today. His favorite fur vest was gone and he was wearing some kind of leather harness. She listened as Hiccup continued his "conversation" about a permanent vacation forever.

Astrid's impatience was starting to get to her. She needed answers and by the Gods she would get them. Silently picking up her whetstone (which she had gently and carefully set down on top of the boulder when she'd first noticed Hiccup's approach), Astrid quietly placed it on top of her axe blade. Waiting a moment to see if Hiccup would notice her, Astrid sat stiffly in position. Hiccup was facing Astrid's boulder, but his focus was below it, at the basket which he had opened.

With one scrap of her whetstone across the blade of her axe, Astrid effectively grasped Hiccup's attention. She watched discretely as he startled and tripped over a smaller rock nearby. He then tried ineffectively to make small-talk asking Astrid why she was there. _**It's as if he's trying to cover up that little one-sided conversation of his**_, Astrid observed. _**There's no way I'm letting him down easy, though. Not this time! My axe is plenty sharp enough now to hack this scrawny boy to pieces if it comes to that.**_

Dropping the whetstone, Astrid lifted her axe, admiring how it glinted in the sun shining behind her. "I want to know what's going on," she began simply. In her mind, though, she rephrased her own words._** I will find out what's going on and there's no way you can get out of it this time, Hiccup.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Yep, I totally just ended this chapter in the middle of a scene. If, by chance, anyone has read my one-shot "How I Met Your Dragon", then they'd know I've explored this whole sequence before. In fact, these next few chapters might sound like an extended version of HIMYD. I don't know yet, though, because I haven't started writing them yet. <strong>

**Well, I'm slowly getting back into a writing schedule. This chapter is only half a week overdue. It's now summer for me, though (meaning I only have one job to worry about) so more time to write!**

**Coming Up Next: "No one just gets as good as you do. Especially you! Start talking!" A noise sounded from across the cove. A dragon! Why am I protecting Hiccup from this dragon? Before Astrid could think, though, her axe was thrown violently away from her, too far to pick it up again. Wait! Hiccup knows this dragon? I knew there was something very wrong going on with that boy! You are so busted, Hiccup!**

**Next chapter: I'll probably aim for this coming Sunday evening after 10 PM US East Coast time. Hopefully lots of HTTYD story updates from me as we prepare for next Friday!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: June 5, 2014  
><strong>**I graduated from high school 5 years ago on this date!  
><strong>**(Class of 2009)**


	38. Toothless

**Told you that I'd write more often now! Besides, how could I keep you all waiting when the Romantic Flight is so close? It's not in the chapter, but next chapter I promise that it will finally be here. **

**Review Replies:**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: I did leave it on a cliffhanger, but that is my specialty…and I haven't used any cliffhangers in a while, so it was about time. Thank you very much! I read your compliments while I was at work and they made me very happy. It's okay that you haven't commented recently. I've been slow with my writing too. So we're even. You bet I'm excited for HTTYD 2! It comes out a week from today here, but I don't know when I'm going to get to see it, so I may have to avoid, like, everywhere until I do.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Nothing to say about how awesome a writer I am and how my story is, like, the best ever! Okay… (Yeah, I'm exaggerating a lot.) Here's the next chapter.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thank you very much. Here's the next chapter.  
><strong>

**Guest (anonymous): You bet he will. I do hope you enjoy!**

**BestFrEnemies: Thank you! This sequence is going to have ALL THE CLIFFHANGERS! Just a fair warning. Here's another one!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 38: Toothless<span>

"I want to know what's going on." Jumping down from her place on top of the boulder, Astrid repeatedly cornered Hiccup in attempts to force an answer from him. "No one just gets as good as you do, especially you. Start talking!" Hiccup began to stutter and mumble and Astrid smirked internally. _**Finally, I've got him right where I want him.**_ "Are you training with someone?" she continued. _**I will get all the answers I want right now, at this very moment. Can't run this time, can you, Hiccup?**_ "It better not involve this!" she persisted, tightly gripping the leather harness he was wearing.

Astrid paused and Hiccup was able to speak briefly. "I know this looks really bad, but you see this is, ah…"

Hearing a rustling nearby, Astrid gasped and pushed Hiccup to the ground. Sure, just a moment ago, Astrid hated the boy, but she also knew that he would never be able to properly defend himself and she refused to be charged with the crime of letting the Chief's son, the heir of Berk, get torn to shreds. _**No, I'll defend him but only this once…and only because he's the heir to our tribe. **_Stepping over him, Astrid peered deeper into the area where she had heard the sounds. Behind her, Hiccup had begun stammering once again, but Astrid was too focused on finding the source of the sound to hear what nonsense Hiccup was spouting. Trying to get a better look, Astrid walked closer and closer to that spot and continued to ignore Hiccup's jumbled attempts at making conversation.

The closer Astrid got to that spot, the more Hiccup, rambling on and on, seemed to get in her way, stepping in front and weakly attempting to steer her away. _**Is he trying to stop me from approaching that spot and finding out what this noise is? Well, tough luck, Buddy!**_ she thought, sarcastically, as she gripped his hand and twisted his arm until she heard a successful cracking noise. She had to bite back an evil laugh as he dropped to the ground and questioned her motive for attempting to break his arm. Obliging, she kicked him back down to the ground and answered his question. "That's for the lies!" Then, while he was still down, she dropped the handle of her axe onto his stomach, receiving a grunt of pain in response. "And that's for everything else!"

Another noise sounded from the same area. This time, it sounded like a…growl. Looking closer, Astrid finally found its source. It was a black dragon and it was staring right at her. All grudges and anger slipped away as Astrid went into defense mode. She gasped before pulling Hiccup down to the ground. "Get down!" Briefly, she wondered why she was protecting Hiccup from this dragon. _**Wouldn't it be easier if he were to just get eaten now?**_ Yet, she still felt a need to protect him…or perhaps it was just her own survival instincts taking over.

The dragon charged. "Run! Run!" she ordered Hiccup as she rolled back to her feet and positioned her axe to swing. Her swing was executed perfectly, but it never connected with the dragon's scales. Instead, Hiccup jumped between the axe and the dragon. He threw Astrid to the ground with a force she had never seen or felt before now. While she was downed, he slid the axe from her grasp and pushed it away quickly. Now it was too far for her to reach. Defenseless, all Astrid could do was watch from the ground as Hiccup stepped between her and the dragon. _**Is he...talking to that dragon? He knows this dragon? What the-?"**_

Astrid watched as Hiccup told the dragon that she was "a friend". _**Yeah, I wouldn't go that far**_. She was grateful, however, when the dragon did seem to calm down enough. It still tried to lunge at her, but Hiccup was finally able to hold it back.

When the dragon was calmed down (for the most part), Hiccup turned back to Astrid and explained, "You just scared him."

"I scared him?! Who is 'him'?" Astrid replied, shortly. The answer she received was not one she had expected as Hiccup stepped forward and introduced her to "Toothless" as if he were acquainting two Vikings for the first time. Shaking her head in disbelief, Astrid took a moment to process all she had just learned. _**Hiccup is…associating with dragons…even…befriending them! That's it. The Chief's going to want to know about this.**_ Backing up, she turned and ran to the cove's exit, toward the village.

Running through the forest with speed that she never knew she had, Astrid's thoughts raced her legs. _**How could he do something like this? I can't believe that I was right! You are so busted, Hiccup! When the Chief hears about this, he'll probably banish Hiccup…but he'll also tell Gobber. Hiccup will be exposed as the cheating scum that he is and I'll be declared top student. Gods, maybe this is the lucky break I need.**_ The thought pushed her even faster, each step bringing her closer to the village. Quickly, she looked back to see if she was being followed. Seeing no one pursuing her, Astrid came across a fallen tree blocking the path. Jumping the tree easily, she used the trunk to push herself and gain a few extra steps before dropping back to the ground to run further.

Astrid's feet never touched back onto the ground. Screaming, she looked down, watching the ground grow smaller and smaller below her. _**No! This is impossible! Vikings can't fly!**_ This frightened her, more than she'd ever been in her entire life, and she continued to scream, knowing that one slip and she would be falling to certain death. "Oh great Odin's ghost! This is it!" she breathed out in a feeble attempt to calm her raging fear. _**Gods, please have mercy on me!**_

* * *

><p><strong>Again, it's a little shorter than usual, but I'm saving the longer chapter for this next one (which is our favorite Romantic Flight!). It's only about ten words shorter than the minimum I usually aim for, though, so it's all good. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Astrid couldn't believe that Hiccup thought he could "explain" all of this. "I am not listening to anything you have to say!" There were two options: join Hiccup on the back of that dragon or fall from the very top of this tree to certain death. "Oh Gods, I definitely made the wrong choice! Get me off of this thing!"**

**Next Chapter: I said that I'd update faster now and I'll keep to that promise. Tentatively, I'll aim to update next Thursday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: June 8, 2014**


	39. Romantic Flight

**How To Train Your Dragon 2…the ads are everywhere! I write these stories while listening to Pandora and that site started putting ads up yesterday for the movie. All you who are seeing it this weekend are lucky! Though it's now Friday and has been officially released to local theaters in my area (and the rest of the US), I have no idea yet when I'm going to see it. **

**Anyway, here it is, the chapter you've all been waiting for! THE ROMANTIC FLIGHT! I hope that I can adequately portray this wonderful scene. Please enjoy.**

**Review Replies:**

_**warorpeace**_**: Thanks for sharing your thoughts. I hope you enjoy this chapter.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Thanks. Yes, I probably will. Everyone likes to spoil these things. Wish I could see it this weekend, but no one wants to go with me. Sadface.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: You're forgiven. I was just joking anyway.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: It could go in so many directions, but we already know the direction it will go in. Haha. Here's the next chapter.**

**BestFrEnemies: That I did! You ready? There's another cliffhanger at the end of this one too!**

**faisyah865: Indeed! It is here…just like How To Train Your Dragon 2. They've both arrived…on the same day even! Hope this chapter lives up to your (and everyone's) expectations!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 39: Romantic Flight<span>

Vikings were always tough, never to show weakness. Astrid knew this well…but now was not the time to be strong. She was clinging for dear life in the claws of a flying dragon high above the ground. No, right now, Astrid was very scared and it showed as she screamed. One slip and she would surely fall to certain death.

The dragon did drop her, but it waited until they were situated above a tree so that she could grab onto one of the branches and not fall to her death. Of course, it was at the very top of the tree so death was still an option…and the branches were thin. It would not hold her wait for long.

Above her, the Night Fury came to rest and Astrid immediately saw that Hiccup was sitting atop the dragon. _**He…rides dragons!**_ _**This just keeps getting more and more ridiculous!**_ Her thoughts ceased, though, as the tree bowed under the heavier weight of the dragon.

Gasping, Astrid glanced down at the ground. It was too great a distance to drop and survive. _**Of course, Hiccup and his…pet dragon would choose the tallest tree in the whole woods! **_"Hiccup! Get me down from here!" Astrid hated the desperation that she heard in her voice, but this situation could end very badly and she did not want to slip…or have the branch collapse from her weight.

"You have to give me a chance to explain."

_**Is he…pleading with me?**_ Astrid really did not understand his desperation. _**He should know that he has almost complete control over this situation right now. Does he really think I would opt to drop to my death? Still… **_"I am not listening to anything you have to say!" she yelled back, still very upset that Hiccup would put her into such a circumstance.

"Then I won't speak," Hiccup answered back immediately. "Just let me show you. Please, Astrid."

Astrid really hated this. She chanced another look down at the ground but it wasn't getting any closer and the drop was not getting any safer. There were only two options: fall to her death or listen to Hiccup's "explanation" and then hope he deposited her safely back onto the ground. Okay…in reality, there was only one real option…and it was a tough one. Not only would she have to trust Hiccup, but his severely overprotective dragon which was now glaring at her as she pulled herself up onto the branch. _**Just this once…but this is it!**_

Hiccup offered his hand to help her secure herself onto the back of the Night Fury, but Astrid swatted it away. She may have been forced into this option, but she still had some pride left and she refused to accept his help. Although, she did deter slightly when the Night Fury growled at her actions. _**Stupid dragon!**_

Jumping on behind Hiccup, Astrid refused to get comfortable. She would not be comfortable until both of her boots were safely back on the ground where they belonged. "Now get me down," she ordered, her voice surprisingly steady.

Astrid still felt uneasy as Hiccup patted the dragon and told it, "Toothless, down. Gently." She stole yet another glance down at the ground as the Night Fury opened its wings. _**Maybe this won't be so bad**_, she thought…hoped.

For a moment, Astrid wondered if Hiccup had read her mind as he turned back to her and addressed her fears. "See, nothing to be afraid of."

Astrid did not have time to give Hiccup a snarky reply. She did not even have time to mull over his comment because it was then that the dragon shot up from tree. Not even Hiccup, it seemed, had time to prepare for such a sudden action as Astrid heard his frightful scream mix with her own. _**Oh Gods, I definitely made the wrong choice!**_

The dragon continued to climb despite Hiccup's angered protests, but Astrid was too busy trying to hold on that she did not bother making out his words. When the dragon leveled off, Astrid gripped onto Hiccup. Somehow he was managing to stay on, so if she could just keep a grip on him, then she should be fine. The moment of calm was brief, though, as the dragon dipped down once again, this time approaching the water. Astrid kept screaming, scared, as dipped in and out of the water. _**I really hate dragons**_, she thought as they climbed back into the air and the dragon then began spinning.

Astrid almost did not hear Hiccup's sarcastic comment over her screaming, but she did catch the phrase "useless reptile". _**How can he be so calm in this situation?**_ she briefly wondered, but her fear finally got the better of her, thus almost forcing out her apology for her earlier actions. Gripping tighter to Hiccup's upper body, Astrid told him, "Okay! I am sorry! I'm sorry! Just get me off of this thing." Yes, she probably sounded really desperate, but, by now Astrid felt really desperate. One final scream was heard from Astrid as the dragon opened its wings and everything was calm once again.
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The sun was just setting over the waters as the ride smoothed. Astrid slowly began to feel safer as she picked her head up off of Hiccup's shoulder. Opening her eyes, she relaxed as she began to see a new and beautiful world. Never before did she imagine that she would ever be this close to the clouds. _**What do they feel like? **_she wondered, reaching out to run her hands through them. She smiled as she realized that she was probably one of the only Vikings to ever do this.

Day turned to night and still they, just Hiccup and her, soared through the clouds. All around her, the dancing lights appeared, shining and adding color to the already-beautiful world surrounding them. Circling back around, Astrid looked out over a break in the clouds and saw the candle-lit houses and stone Vikings of Berk. Gasping silently, she was awed. She was one of the only Vikings to ever see this side of Berk; it was picturesque and…amazing. Below them, Toothless caught her expression and gave an open-mouthed smile in return. Astrid knew the Night Fury had seen such a view many times but he was still pleased that she was so impressed; she smiled at this thought. Automatically, Astrid pulled closer to Hiccup again, but, this time, it was not out of fear. She hugged him and set her chin down on his shoulder once again, thankful that Hiccup had been stubborn enough to force her on this ride. Astrid's gesture was silent, but she was certain that it spoke volumes to the small boy, the Viking who had never truly been accepted…until now.

Up here, among the clouds and dancing lights, everything seemed to fade away. No longer did she feel the pressure and need to be top student in dragon training. No more did she worry about her family and all their problems. Here, far from the ground, it was just her and Hiccup and Toothless…and she finally felt at peace. No wonder Hiccup had told her that he wouldn't speak; there was nothing to say and nothing that could be said. Finally, Astrid's eyes were opened. Had she really been living before now? It was hard to believe that Vikings had been killing off these wonderful animals for three-hundred years! Still, it made perfect sense. If the rest of those in Berk could spend even just a few moments on the backs of the dragons and if they could see this view, surely the war between Vikings and dragons would finally end.

Astrid did know one thing was for certain, though. Hiccup had successfully changed her mind. Never would Astrid harm or kill a dragon. Somehow Astrid just knew that Hiccup would never give up trying to change the minds of the rest of those in Berk; he was too stubborn not to at least try. She would be right there with him, helping him out as best she could.

As the wind rushed through her blonde hair, Astrid remembered the words Hiccup had spoken one afternoon. He had told her that he could fly her to the moon and back. She had scoffed and replied simply how impossible that was because Vikings couldn't fly. Now she understood. _**I was wrong then, when I said those hurtful words to Hiccup. Perhaps, just maybe, Vikings **__**can**__** fly after all. **_Astrid knew then that she had to tell Hiccup how she felt, let him know that he could trust her and that she would stand by him. So she did. "All right, I admit it. This is pretty cool. It's amazing. He's amazing," she told Hiccup as she gently patted Toothless's side. "So what now?" she asked Hiccup as they continued to fly over the water. That was when she remembered something that they had both tried to forget. "Hiccup, your final exam is tomorrow. You know you're gonna have to kill a…" Realizing what she was about to say and where they were, Astrid whispered the rest of the sentence right into Hiccup's ear. "…kill a dragon."

Hiccup's reply was simple. "Don't remind me."

Astrid was too immersed in her thoughts about tomorrow to notice Toothless tensing beneath her. Both her and Hiccup were taken by surprised when he suddenly dipped down toward the water once again. Please tell me that Toothless isn't pulling another of those stunts like the one from earlier! Astrid hoped. She didn't think she could handle another ride like that tonight.

"Toothless, what's happening?" Hiccup asked his dragon, but, of course, the Night Fury could not answer back.

The two riders jerked with Toothless's uneven moments and Astrid could tell that Hiccup was also beginning to grow nervous at this sudden change. "Whoa, what is it?" he asked the dragon again and, like before, receiving no answer.

A Monstrous Nightmare appeared out of the fog and flew by them. It was carrying livestock (Astrid did not get a very good glimpse at exactly what animal it was) in its talons. _**This can't be good…**_

"Get down!" Hiccup ordered sharply to her and Astrid lowered herself so the front of her body rested on top of Hiccup's back. From her lowered position, Astrid watched as they quickly became surrounded by many other dragons. Astrid could not even begin to count how many there were, but there were definitely a lot of them…and they all were carrying dead livestock in their talons.

"What's going on?" Astrid asked her fellow rider. _**Perhaps Hiccup would know**_, she figured, _**since it seems that he has been riding Toothless for quite some time now. **_

"I don't know," Hiccup answered, much to Astrid's disappointment. "Toothless, you gotta get us outta here, Bud," he told the dragon, placing one of his hands on the dragon's head.

Astrid watched as Toothless shook off Hiccup's hand and kept flying among the other dragons. _**Looks like we're about to find out what's going on**_, Astrid observed and attempted to brace herself for whatever they might soon find.

* * *

><p><strong>I feel like this chapter had so much potential…and I just couldn't portray it adequately. Sorry, guys!<strong>

**One more chapter in this sequence of the movie. The end is quickly approaching. Feels like I just started this story and now it's almost over. Wow!**

**Coming Up Next: It was a place where no Vikings had ever been…and now Astrid, along with Hiccup, understood everything. "The dragons don't raid us because they want to! They raid because they have to! We have to tell the Chief! We have to put an end to this useless fighting!"**

**Next Chapter: Tentatively, I'll place the posting date for chapter 40 on next Wednesday night after 10 PM US East Coast time. Wish I could say that I will have seen How To Train Your Dragon 2 by then, but it's not looking possible (even though it's now out here—it's Friday!). Hope all you lucky people who see it enjoy it. Just know that I'll be jealous of all of you! Haha.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: June 13, 2014  
>Happy "How To Train Your Dragon 2" Day!<strong>


	40. Queen

**Yeah…I've got nothing to say, so we'll just get right back to Brave. 40****th**** chapter! Yay!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Jeremyk1**_**: Thank you very much! I've probably said it before, but, when I was starting this story, that was one of the things I worried about most…that I would not adequately portray Astrid's thoughts. I'm really grateful for all the positive feedback I have received about this!**

_**faisyah865**_**: Yep! It's time to finish off this sequence.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Thanks! I rewatched that scene so many times, trying to pick up on the slightest details and incorporate them into my chapter. By now, I'm guessing you've seen How To Train Your Dragon 2…I still haven't, but I'm going to see it on Saturday! Some of my friends are already talking about seeing it for second and third times. I usually don't see movies multiple times, but I may or may not have to break tradition for this one! We'll see. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 40: Queen<span>

"It looks like they're hauling in their kill," Hiccup, his voice wavering, answered Astrid's earlier question.

Sure, she probably could've given that same answer, but, right now, she was too nervous and (dare she say it?) scared. She was in a strange, dark, foggy location and surrounding by many dragons. Though Astrid knew now, that Hiccup's Toothless was not a dragon to be afraid of, she couldn't say that about the rest of them...especially when much of Berk's lifestock now rested in their talons. "Uh, what does that make us?" she asked Hiccup, in reply to his explanation. There was a nervous tone to her voice, but Astrid doubted that Hiccup would even notice…this time.

Without warning, the dragons (and Toothless following) dipped down toward the water and Astrid had to stifle a scream. The pace picked up as Toothless weaved, expertly, around sea stacks. Up ahead, an ominous mountain came into view. Scared, Astrid gripped closer to Hiccup. She was grateful that he was here with her and she was certain that he felt the same way. Astrid would never have wanted to make this trek alone…well, at least, without another Viking companion.

Both Astrid and Hiccup screamed as Toothless flew straight into the mountain, twisting and turning through the cavern until they arrived at an open area. Astrid couldn't believe it. There were dragons everywhere! _**This must be…the dragon's nest! This is what Stoick has been searching for!**_

Hiccup must've been thinking the same thing because he spoke up just then. "What my dad wouldn't give to find this."

Toothless broke from the pack of dragons and landed on a higher surface. Astrid jerked slightly as the dragon came to a harsh stop, hiding the two humans behind a rock pillar (but still allowing them to see what was happening around them).

"Oh, it's satisfying to know that all of our food has been dumped down a hole."

Astrid would've laughed at the comment if she wasn't so frightened. _**Hiccup always has a sarcastic comeback for everything, it seems**_. Instead, she simply replied, "They're not eating any of it," as she watched a Nadder drop a fish down into the hole with everything else.

Along with Hiccup, Astrid continued to watch as a Gronckle flew in next. Unlike the other dragons, this one was not carrying any lifestock. When it reached the "hole" (as Hiccup had called it), the Gronckle simply regurgitated a small fish and let that drop. As the two concealed Vikings watched it lazily scratched its face, another dragon's head, this one much bigger than any they had ever seen before, appeared up from the hole and chomped down the much-smaller Gronckle in just one bite. Astrid felt Hiccup tense and heard him gasp at what they had both just seen. "What…is that?" Astrid spoke, still in shock at the size of the dragon's head. _**That was just its head! I don't even want to think how big this dragon must be!**_ All around them, the dragons cowered and retreated further back in efforts to hide from the big dragon. _**Even the other dragons are scared of it. This can't be good!**_

The big dragon's head disappeared once again into the hole. Both Hiccup and Astrid leaned back in the saddle, attempting to hide as best they could. A moment later, though, the big dragon's head reappeared from the blood-red misty hole. _**Oh no! It must smell our presence. Hiccup, get us out of here! **_Astrid did not chance voicing her thoughts; the big dragon would surely hear her if she'd speak now.

In front of her, Hiccup chanced it to lean down and whisper to Toothless, "All right, bud, we got to get out of here…" Astrid could see the dragon sniffing, having caught the scent of her and Hiccup. "…now!" Hiccup finished. Toothless took flight and not a moment too soon as the giant dragon snapped at the spot where they had just been, barely missing Toothless's tail.

All the dragons in the nest flew away from the raging dragon and Toothless joined them, evacuating the area quickly without turning back. Astrid did chance a small glance over her shoulder just in time to notice an unlucky Zippleback become secured in the strong jaws of the oversized dragon. This was not something Astrid had wanted to see and so she turned forward once again and tried hard to remove the scene that continued to flash behind her closed eyes. The Zippleback's misfortune did buy Toothless enough time to carry him and his riders safely out of the nest and away from the danger of the controlling large dragon.

For much of the ride back to Berk, Astrid was silent and so was Hiccup. Neither spoke at first as they had no words to describe what they had just seen and experienced. Never before had Astrid felt so scared in her life. Even now, as they flew to safety, Astrid knew that Berk was not truly safe as long as that creature continued to live, thriving in the underbelly of the mountain and controlling all the other smaller dragons like a vicious slave-driver.

Hiccup was the first to break the silence. "I should've guessed. I should've known. These dragons, the ones that invade Berk, they're probably all misunderstood…like Toothless. They'd never raid us if they weren't forced to do it."

"No, no, it totally makes sense!" Astrid answered as Toothless started to touch down in the cove once again. "It's like a giant beehive. They're the workers and that's their queen. It controls them." By now, Toothless had come to a complete stop on the ground and Astrid wasted no time in jumping down. _**Stoick needs to know about this! We can change history…fix everything!**_ "Let's find your dad."

Hiccup's answer was not the one Astrid had expected. "No! No." From behind her, Astrid heard him also jump down and run over to her, pushing in front of her to stop her from walking any further. "No, not yet. They'll kill Toothless." He was breathless, but he continued. "Astrid, we have to think this through carefully."

"Hiccup, we just discovered the dragon's nest, the thing we've been after since Vikings first sailed here, and you want to keep it a secret? To protect your pet dragon? Are you serious?" Astrid could not believe that Hiccup would do this. If they kept this information quiet, none of Berk's "dragon problems" would ever get fixed.

Hiccup, who had walked away, turned back and replied simply, "Yes."

Though Hiccup's answer had been merely one word in length, Astrid was stunned speechless. Never before had she ever heard the Chief's son speak in such a serious tone. What could she say to such unwavering determination? The boy turned back away again and that one instant was gone. "Okay. Then what do we do?"

"Just give me until tomorrow," Hiccup reasoned. "I'll figure something out."

"Okay," was Astrid's simple reply. For the first time in years, Astrid fully trusted Hiccup. He was creative and intuitive. If there was ever anyone who could find a solution to this problem, that person would definitely be Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III.

Silence fell between the two Vikings in the cove. Then, Astrid remembered how they had arrived at this moment and she delivered a swift and strong punch to Hiccup's nearby left arm. "That's for kidnapping me."

Perhaps she had hit him a bit too hard, she observed as he turned to her and nursed his now-bruised left arm. Though Astrid was still angered by what had happened earlier, she knew she should show him that, no matter what, she was now on his side and that she would be with him through whatever plans he could come up with. Pushing her blonde hair out of her eyes, Astrid knew a way…though she was still a bit hesitant to do it. Quickly, she grabbed a strap of Hiccup's riding vest and pulled him closer, kissing him quickly on his left cheek. "That's for…everything else." Her explanation was probably lacking, but right now Astrid didn't care. Walking slowly at first, Astrid turned towards the cove exit to head home. After a few steps, she picked up the pace to a run, leaving Hiccup and Toothless behind without a backwards glance.

On her way home, Astrid thought back on all she had seen tonight. Never had she ever dreamed that she would ride on the back of a dragon, especially a Night Fury, and…that she would enjoy it! Never had she ever thought that she would find herself inside The Dragons' Nest…though that was an experience she would gladly forget, but she also knew that would be impossible. Tonight, she had been more afraid, at times, than she had ever been throughout her whole childhood. There were times tonight, she knew, that she had not successfully hidden her fears. Perhaps it was because she was too scared, but Astrid had not noticed Hiccup's own fear, even though she knew he had been just as scared. He had buried it deep inside and remained calm…well, definitely calmer than Astrid. _**When had did it happen?**_ Astrid wondered. _**When did Hiccup become so courageous, so…brave?**_

* * *

><p><strong>I just re-updated this story's outline. We're sitting around 60-65 chapters…meaning that this story is roughly 20 chapters from reaching its end. Crazy…it seems like I just started this story and now it's almost over! In fact, I'm already working on deciding which of my planned HTTYD stories will be written once this one ends. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: What was this new feeling? Astrid did not understand. How could one flight open up such a world of emotions…all revolving around a certain heir? Returning home, Astrid is confronted by her parents about the day's events. How could she have forgotten?! So much had changed since then. She wished that she could tell her parents about what she had seen and how she felt, but Astrid knew that would not make this situation any better.**

**Next Chapter: This is probably wishful thinking, but I will try to have chapter 41 posted on Sunday night after 10PM US East Coast time. By then, I should've seen How To Train Your Dragon 2 and I'll be inspired.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: June 18, 2014**


	41. Late Night Family Conversation

**I've done it! I've finally seen How To Train Your Dragon 2! That's one of the reasons why this chapter is so late. The others are that my dad's birthday was on Friday and I spent all last week preparing. I took my dad (and family) to see How To Train Your Dragon 2 for his birthday…not really my best idea. If you've seen the movie, you'd understand. Finally, when I planned a posting time for this chapter, I did not realize that I would have to work all day on that day. Sorry!**

**So…randomly I looked at the stats for this story and there's something I wanted to point out and make known. Chapter 40, to date, has received over 700 views! Holy. Crap. Guys, this is amazing! I have completed stories on this account that haven't even received half that many views and this was just for one chapter! I can't thank you all enough for the support. You guys are so freaking awesome and I love writing all my How To Train Your Dragon stories for you all to enjoy!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Midnight' Dragon Conqueror**_**: Thanks for the heads-up! You were right…and it was such a great movie!**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: I'm not going to see it again until it's released on DVD. I'm not going to pay to see 2-D in the theater when I can just watch it at home in a couple months anyway. I know what moment you were talking about! There weren't many others in the theater when I saw it, but the room was as silent as all the characters on the screen! Wow…what a great scene in an amazing movie…I mean…yeah…I'll shut up now. Haha. **

_**faisyah865**_**: I wish that I could say I would be able to do a sequel justice, but I don't think I'll be able to…so…probably not for this one, but I will try to write another How To Train Your Dragon story that compares (hopefully) to the awesomeness of this one.**

_**Blue-The First Traveller**_**: Yep, that was intentional. As I was writing, I realized how the title's significance was fading…but it will be more significant as we approach the end.**

_**Jeremyk1**_**: I never thought of my story as being so influential, but that would be really cool! I always like hearing about readers who enjoy my updates. Hope you continue to enjoy!**

_**Thomas (anonymous)**_**: Thanks. I will continue to write. Not giving up on this one! I actually have it all planned out already (for once).**

_**thetattoedrose**_**: Thanks! I'm glad that you are enjoying the story.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: To quote Astrid from the new movie (spoken in my best Astrid impersonation): "Be careful what you wish for!" Haha.**

_**Diskonnekt**_**: I always liked that scene too (among many, many others). I'm glad that you liked my portrayal. Patiently? Haha. Sorry to keep you waiting.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Well, (no sarcasm here) it's time to find out how that talk goes. You might be surprised. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 41: Late Night Family Conversation<p>

Astrid did not understand it. She walked home slowly, still puzzling out all that had happened after threatening Hiccup in the cove that evening. The mystery of the dragon raids and the terrifying dragon overlord all made perfect sense. Stop "the queen" and the attacks and raids should cease too. What Astrid did not understand was something more complicated…and it involved Hiccup and her. Before today, Astrid had hated Hiccup…no, she'd never hated him; she had just been frustrated. They weren't friends before, but…what were they now? How could that one flight open up such a world of emotions…all revolving around Berk's heir?

If Astrid had to guess, she'd assume that her and Hiccup were friends now. After all that had just happened and all they'd just gone through, it wouldn't make sense to, if nothing else, become allies, united by the same goal of peace. Yet, did Astrid, in her heart, wish that there could be something more between her and Hiccup? Something deeper than just everyday friendship? Astrid had no answer for this question, not yet anyway.

Walking past Gobber's silent blacksmith shop, Astrid saw that her house was dark. Had her parents already gone to bed? With tomorrow's big match, Hiccup vs. the Monstrous Nightmare, it wouldn't be out of the question for her parents to have turned in early for the night. How late was it anyway? Astrid had been too preoccupied to even take a glance at the placement of the moon above her.

Quietly, Astrid opened the door and shut it, hoping that she didn't wake her sleeping parents. As it turns out, Astrid's parents were not asleep at all.

"You're home late, Astrid."

The girl froze as she heard her father's voice. She couldn't tell if he was upset or inquisitive, but she knew that she was about to find out. Silently, Astrid walked over, noticing that the fire was still burning in the fireplace. "Yeah, sorry, I…got a bit…caught up and lost track of time," she replied, taking a seat in the empty chair by the fire. Her parents were both there, staring at her; the silence made Astrid anxious. What were they thinking? What would they say?

"We were at the ceremony this afternoon," her father began.

_**Oh no…**_ With all that had happened recently, Astrid had completely forgotten that the Elder had chosen Hiccup as the top student.

"Care to explain?" he questioned, his voice not giving Astrid any clues about his inner thoughts and feelings on the Elder's decision.

"Oh, Gods…" Astrid breathed out, worried slightly at the reaction she would get from her father. "Dad, I'm so sorry. I was going to tell you. I just didn't know how to, uh…"

"What did we tell you before we left, Astrid? Do you remember?" her mother asked, now chiming into the conversation.

"You wanted me to be at the top of the dragon training class when you returned," Astrid sighed, defeated.

"And…how did that turn out, Astrid?" her mother continued, pressing the nervous girl for answers.

"I…failed. I let Hiccup, of all Vikings, beat me," she answered, downcast, dropping her gaze to the floor in front of her.

"How did that even happen?" Astrid's father continued. "I was so certain that you had no competition on your path to top student. There's no way that Hiccup…" he trailed off.

"You should've seen him during training!" Astrid spoke up, cutting off her father's words in hopes of reasoning with her parents. "It all came out of nowhere. One day I was practically leading all of them and then the next day Hiccup pulls out some random trick and begins to subdue the dragons. It just continued from there. It's…so different. He doesn't even fight the dragons yet he has complete control of them! How could I even compete with that when Gobber wouldn't even let us kill the dragons during training?"

To Astrid's complete surprise, her parents started to laugh at her answer. "Uh…what's so funny?" Astrid asked, truly confused. This was the last thing she had ever expected to happen.

"When we returned to the docks, we overheard Gobber telling Stoick about Hiccup's drastic improvements," Astrid's mother explained, speaking both for her and her husband. "We'd scoffed then. I mean…you can just imagine how impossible that all sounded to us."

"Maybe…just maybe," Astrid's father spoke next, "we were wrong about Hiccup. When we saw you two in the ring yesterday, we…well, were convinced of the truths Gobber spoke to Stoick that day. Perhaps, Hiccup isn't as…useless as we once thought. He's a worthy heir. He'll make a pretty great chief someday, comparable to Stoick the Vast, even."

Astrid blinked in surprise. _**Who are these Vikings and what have they done with my parents?**_ Astrid knew that her mother and father were two of the most stubborn and headstrong Vikings on the island of Berk and, yet, here they were, both praising Hiccup for his accomplishments as a dragon fighter and as the heir of Stoick the Vast. "You're not…upset?"

Astrid's parents laughed again at their daughter's question and the girl briefly wondered if they found her nervousness to be hilarious. "Of course not, Astrid!" her mother replied. "We were hoping for this!"

"Ah…you were?" Now Astrid was even more confused than before. Her parents had told her that they wanted her, Astrid Hofferson, to be named top student and now her mother was claiming that they were hoping for Hiccup to be named top student? _**What is going on? Give me some answers here, guys!**_

"Of course!" Astrid's father answered her question. "Yes, we wanted you to be named the top student, but we are very pleased to finally see Hiccup living up to his legacy and taking on the responsibilities of a successful heir! Finally, we can say that Berk might continue to stand safely with him as chief…someday in the future of course."

"Well, this was a good talk. We're going to bed now and you should too, Astrid. Tomorrow is a very important day," Astrid's mother told her daughter.

Astrid watched her parents enter their bedroom and slowly she did the same, walking to her own bedroom. She was still in shock at what had just happened, the words that had been exchanged between the three members of the Hofferson household. Lying on her bed and staring into the darkness above her, Astrid replayed what she all she had seen and heard in the short span of hours._** I can't believe it. Hiccup's become brave and my parents have taken noticed…accepted him, even. I never thought them capable of such a change, but…it actually happened. **_

As Astrid fell asleep that night, she thought ahead to the next day and began to wonder what sort of plan Hiccup would come up with; he was probably developing it at this very moment. _**What are you thinking, Hiccup? What crazy scheme are you planning**_? Sleep was quickly overtaking Astrid, but still she smiled. _**Tomorrow is most definitely going to be an important day, Mom. I think you're right about that. You just don't yet know how important it will be.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Well…this update is way overdue. Sorry…this conversation between Astrid and her parents gave me a very hard time. It took at least 3-4 sittings before I came up with this final product. Hope you enjoyed it.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: The big day has finally arrived! Astrid will watch from the sidelines as Hiccup squares off against the Monstrous Nightmare…at least, that's what the village thinks. Only Astrid knows differently. There's no doubt that Hiccup has come up with a plan, but…what is the plan?**

**Next Chapter: Hopefully the next chapter doesn't give me as much trouble. Taking a long-shot guess here, but I'll aim to post the next chapter next Wednesday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: June 27, 2014**


	42. Hiccup's Final Exam (Part 1)

**So…I threw ya'lll a little curveball in the last chapter. Wanted to see how many true HTTYD fans we have. I can affirm that you all are quite good and picked up on it right away. Nice work!**

**Here we go! Hiccup vs Monstrous Nightmare! Ready? I know I am. Sorry about the lateness by the way. Been busy and then I was out of town over the weekend seeing family and enjoying the holiday.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: You got me! Yep, I wanted the conversations to be parallel. Dunno why…but it's a good literary device. I know what you mean. Feels like I just started this story and now there's only about 20 chapters left!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yep! I was using that conversation between Hiccup and Stoick (the one with the hat) as a reference for the talk between Astrid and her parents. Okay, I must confess. When I read your review for the first time, it was like the scene where Hiccup first receives the helmet. I'm pretty sure I was holding my iPhone…and then I started to smile this goofy little smile and I think I whispered "Wow…thanks." in my Hiccup voice (cause I totally imitate him and Astrid all the time. I know…I'm a loser. Haha). Honestly, I look forward to reading your reviews for my stories. I mean…I look forward to reading everyone's, but…I'm messing this up. Haha.**

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Well, I did say that the conversation would be surprising. Haha. **

_**faisyah865**_**: Yep! That's intentional! Haha.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Yep! Astrid's parents need their redemption too. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 42: Hiccup's Final Exam (Part 1)<span>

The morning was bright and clear. It was to be a perfect morning to gather over at the arena and watch Hiccup slay a Monstrous Nightmare. As Astrid woke up and prepared to walk to the arena, though, she knew that this would not be happening today. Hiccup had to have come up with a plan. Astrid wanted to arrive early to the arena in hopes that she could intercept Hiccup before Gobber led him in and locked the gates.

With nothing better to do, Astrid opted to walk over to the arena. As she drew nearer to the circular stone and chain formation, Astrid noticed that a crowd had already started to gather in the outer rafters of the arena.

Nearby, Astrid saw another figure pacing back-and-forth outside the arena. Looking closer, she saw that it was Hiccup and she walked over to join him. Approaching the boy, Astrid noticed that he looked stressed and a slight bit frantic, panicked almost. She had to be seeing things; Hiccup had all night to develop his plan. Everything would be fine. "Hiccup?" Astrid asked softly, tentatively.

Her words startled the boy who clearly had not expected anyone to approach him just yet. "A-Astrid?"

"I was just looking for you," she answered, her voice sounding more confident than she actually felt. Why did it always feel so hard to talk with Hiccup? "I wanted to know about your plan. What are you going to do?"

"Well…that's just the thing," Hiccup told her, looking down as if in shame. "I…I don't know what I'm going to do. I was up all night and I just don't know how to convince everyone. I mean…we're Vikings…we're known for our stubbornness. I can't just tell them that things are not as they think and have thought for centuries," he finished, running a hand through his hair.

Astrid looked deeper into Hiccup's face and saw the places where the stress of the past few months had worn him down. His green eyes, always so full of emotion, looked ready to cry from the strain of finding ways to convince his stubborn tribe of all that he knew and had seen. Temporarily forgetting about the tough front she always seemed to publically show, Astrid stepped closer and tightly hugged Hiccup who instantly melted into her contact, hugging her back. "Then don't tell them. Show them."

"Show them?"

"You found a way to train Toothless, Hiccup, and you used those techniques and tactics with the other dragons. The Monstrous Nightmare is no different. Just do as you've been doing. Train that Monstrous Nightmare and you might be able to convince everyone, even your dad."

"I dunno…" Hiccup started, not convinced, but Astrid stopped him.

"Just try it, Hiccup. It will be alright. I will be right there, just on the other side of the gate… but you won't need my help. You can do this. If anyone can change the minds of those Vikings, it's you, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III," she urged him to believe in himself as she gripped his hand and gave it a squeeze of encouragement.

Abruptly, Hiccup broke from the hug and stepped back, prepared to sprint away. "Sorry, Astrid, but I just realized that I forgot something. I'll be back."

As he turned to run, Astrid called to him, "You'd better be back! Everyone's counting on you to be there!"
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With nowhere to be until the final exam began, Astrid chose to prop herself against one of the walls of the arena and wait for Hiccup to return. As the outer spectating areas filled up, Astrid could hear the chanting begin. It was almost crazy to think how the whole village (or most of it, anyway) was in there eagerly awaiting Hiccup's entrance. Everything felt so surreal, but this was real life; this was actually happening.

As the start time for the final exam ticked closer, Astrid listened as Stoick began his annual chief speech. This year was much different than last year. In this year's speech, Stoick opened the ceremony, hyping up the gathered crowd, all while praising his son.

The crowd cheered, ecstatic for the young heir and looking forward to the show he would soon give them. Astrid had been listening so intently that she had not noticed Hiccup's return, but surely he was back by now. If there was anything that either of them knew well, it was that the Hooligan tribe members did not like to be kept waiting.

Sneaking into the nearby corridor, Astrid found Hiccup facing out toward the open arena floor. "Be careful with that dragon," she warned, her voice echoing off the tight walls of the stone hallway. Hiccup did not immediately turn to face her, but Astrid knew that he had heard her words.

"It's not the dragon I'm worried about."

Astrid followed Hiccup's gaze…all the way up to the chief's chair in the spectating area. She understood how he felt and wished that she could help him, but this was something that Hiccup would have to do on his own. All Astrid could do was watch and hope for the best. Remembering that Hiccup had, earlier, stressed about his plans for the exam, Astrid wondered if he had developed any ideas since they'd last talked. "What are you going to do?" she asked, quickly. There wasn't much time left before he stepped into that ring.

Her question had been vague, but Hiccup had understood what he meant as he, still facing out to the arena floor and gathered crowd, answered, "Put an end to this. I have to try." Finally, he looked back to face Astrid. Serious, he told her, "Astrid, if something goes wrong, just make sure they don't find Toothless."

"I will. Just promise me it won't go wrong." It was almost amazing to think that, weeks ago, they never would've been here, having this conversation. If Astrid had been chosen to go into this ring, there was no way she'd even be talking with Hiccup right now. Yet, here they were.

Just as Hiccup was about to respond, Gobber appeared around the corner. "It's time, Hiccup. Knock 'em dead."

Astrid watched as her new friend walked silently into the kill ring. Stepping past the gate, he placed his helmet (which Astrid had not noticed him holding) onto his head._** That must've been what he'd forgotten and left to go retrieve. **_

The gate slammed down behind Hiccup, trapping Astrid out. She approached the gate and watched through the open slots as Hiccup walked further into the ring. Though she feared only slightly for Hiccup's plan, Astrid was also amazed. For such a small boy, he put up such a strong front. Maybe he wasn't fully confident, but, Astrid realized now, she probably wouldn't be either if she were in his position at this very moment. _**I will be right here, Hiccup. I'll always be here. There's a bond between us now….and it can't be broken. We're in this together and that will never change. Good luck.**_

* * *

><p><strong>As I was writing this chapter, I found it was getting to be a bit long, so it's now a two-parter. That wasn't planned, but I think it'll work out better this way. I'm sorry this chapter (and all my other stories) are taking so long to be updated. If you read my profile announcements section, you'll see that I was out of town last weekend and that I've been preparing for a very important job interview tomorrow. Thanks for understanding!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: He's really going to do it. Hiccup's going to unveil his plan, his discovery, in front of the entire spectating village. Astrid can only watch from the sidelines, but she is amazed how easily this is working out. Oh…wait…spoke too soon. This is Hiccup she was thinking about. Of course something is going to go wrong. Wait…was that the screech of a Night Fury? That's not good!**

**Next Chapter: Wheel's update will be next, but I'll aim for next Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. As in…next week, not this upcoming Saturday. That'll allow me to also focus on my busy schedule too. You'd think life would slow down during the summer!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: July 9, 2014**


	43. Hiccup's Final Exam (Part 2)

**Okay…part 2 time! Well, part 2 of the Hiccup vs Monstrous Nightmare scene. I'm thinking that will be the duration of the chapter, but I won't know until it's fully written out (as I write these opening ANs before I even write the chapter). Enjoy the drama!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Thank you very much! As for your question, I haven't actually written out that far yet (since I write each chapter out and then post one-at-a-time) but it'll probably be written the same way I write the others. I watch the scene as I write and pick up on little details that Astrid might notice and I listen to Pandora for any other inspirations (trust me, it happens; music is very inspiring). Other than that, I don't really have any specific ideas laid out for that scene yet. All I know is that it will span several chapters (at least two, maybe three). **

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Nah, you're not stupid. It probably wasn't even that obvious. Haha.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Thanks. I'm still waiting to hear back. I guess I give it a few more days and then assume that it didn't work out and move on with my life.**

_**faisyah865**_**: Oh gods, I laughed so hard when I read this review. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Okay…the first time I read this review, I was hoping it was sarcasm, but I'm guessing it's not, so…um…I'm sorry? I don't really know what you want me to say. I mean, if you don't like the story content, you don't have to read it. As for the second remark, well, I do have a life off of the internet and Fanfiction. I write when I get time to write. My guesstimates are exactly that. Guess/Estimates for when I might try to post up the next chapter based on a general idea of what my schedule already looks like up to that point. Additionally, I am working on four active How To Train Your Dragon stories at this moment (while plotting others). Finally, I end with a word of advice. Before putting down others' work (especially negative), I would highly recommend checking your own. Just in that short sentence, I found three errors in spelling and grammar. Words are so much more meaningful when used correctly. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: We'll definitely be seeing a lot more of her loyalty as this story approaches its end. That's for sure!**

_**Angel-of-Energy (anonymous)**_**: Well, those scenes are quickly approaching, so you won't have to wait too much longer! You are welcome. I do try to update at least once or twice every two weeks or so. Depending on how hard it is to write out scenes for this and Wheel.**

_**Dragon Lord Draco**_**: Thanks.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I thought this answer would be in this chapter, but it'll actually be in the next chapter. Great question, by the way! Anyway, I won't say too much, but I will say that Astrid will "hang out" at a few places around the village and learn a lot in the next chapter. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 43: Hiccup's Final Exam (Part 2)<p>

The crowd's cheers erupted immensely as Hiccup steeped deeper into the center of the ring, but Astrid blocked it all out. She didn't care what the crowd thought or how they felt. Right now, she was only worried about Hiccup and mildly concerned about the plan that they had formed together. All eyes, including Astrid's, looked on as Hiccup stepped to the display of weapons. Astrid watched as he first chose a shield. _**Good. You're going to need that, Hiccup. Just in case.**_ Then, just for show, he chose a small dagger. _**That's understandable. He's not going to use that weapon anyway.**_

As Astrid watched, Hiccup took a deep breath and said the two words that would officially begin the show (usually). "I'm ready."

Astrid wasn't sure if he was actually ready or just saying the words as tradition. Heck, Astrid didn't even know if she was ready and she was observing from the sidelines.

Everyone quieted down as the latch on the Nightmare's gate was released slowly. With a screech, the dragon exploded from its cell with a fiery entrance, climbing across the arena and spitting fire into the crowd. Astrid watched as the dragon finally noticed the exposed boy in the ring and, like everyone else in the crowd, Astrid tried to get a closer look as the red Nightmare approached her friend.

Hiccup's back was to Astrid but he was steadily walking backwards toward the gate where she stood. After a few steps, he dropped the shield and dagger, placing both hands out in front of him instead. The questioning and complaining started immediately. Everyone had gathered for a show and this was not the show they had wanted to see. Gripping the metal gate tighter, Astrid watched as Hiccup finally set his plan into motion. From her distance, Astrid could not hear the words Hiccup spoke to the dragon, but Astrid knew that he did say something. She did hear him say one sentence, though, as he removed the helmet from his head. "I'm not one of them," he told the dragon as he threw the helmet to the ground, much to the displeasure of the gasping crowd.

Even from her vantage point, Astrid could see the Chief shift forward in his raised seat. He was not happy. _**This is not going as planned. We were supposed to convince the Chief of the truth about dragons. Instead we've made him very angry. Oh no, what can I do? I have to help Hiccup, but…**_ She couldn't enter the ring as long as the match was still going on; that was a rule and such disregard for the rules would reflect badly on the Hofferson family name.

"Stop the fight," the Chief ordered.

Astrid had no time to think on this order before Hiccup yelled back, "No!" _**Wait…isn't this what he wanted? He won't have to kill the dragon now. Why does Hiccup want this to continue?**_

As it turned out, Astrid did not have to wait for an answer to her unspoken questions. "I need you all to see this," Hiccup told the crowd, directing his focus back to the calmer dragon as it sniffed at his hand. "They're not what we think they are. We don't have to kill them."

Astrid smiled at Hiccup's bravery. Could this plan really work? Unfortunately, the smile quickly faded as the Chief yelled out, "I said 'Stop the fight!'" and banged his hammer against the bars in front of him, denting them and sending a metallic shockwave of sound echoing across the arena.

Watching painfully from her spot behind the lowered gate, Astrid saw the dragon immediately shift from calm to defensive, snapping at Hiccup's outstretched arm (which he, luckily, was able to retract in time) and aiming its fire at the spot where the young Viking had just been standing, his screams bouncing across the stone walls as he ran to avoid the angry dragon.

Above the arena, Astrid could hear a commotion, but she did not care what was going on up there. All her focus was solely locked on Hiccup. "Hiccup!" No longer did she care about remaining outside the ring. The "battle" was over. Now all that mattered was helping Hiccup and ensuring that he made it softly out of the arena and away from the enraged Nightmare. Grabbing a hanging axe from the wall, she wedged it under the gate, lifting it just enough so that she could slide under and enter the ring.

As Astrid entered the ring, she saw Hiccup duck under another line of fire and grab a different shield before the Nightmare smashed the weapons rack to splinters. "Hiccup!" she called again in shock, watching the large red dragon chase the small boy around the arena. Nearby, in the splinters of the former weapons rack, Astrid found a hammer lying on top. Running over, she kicked it up into her hand and, with a tight spin, threw it in the direction of Hiccup and the dragon. It just narrowly missed Hiccup and, instead, found its target right in the side of the Monstrous Nightmare's face. The good news was that the dragon had stopped chasing Hiccup. Bad news was that now the Nightmare had found a new target: Astrid.

Nearby, a gate was raised and Astrid heard the Chief yell "This way!" to the two kids in the ring. With her speed and agility, Astrid had no problem exiting from the ring and running into the Chief who steadied her and pushed her aside, waiting for Hiccup. The boy ran for the exit and narrowly escaped but more fire from the Nightmare caused Hiccup to lose his balance. Astrid watched helplessly as the Heir had to run back away from the open exit to avoid the hostile dragon. Unfortunately, the Nightmare caught Hiccup on the back and he pitched forward. Once on the ground, the Nightmare's claws trapped him.

Astrid could not see past the large body of the Monstrous Nightmare, but she could tell that Hiccup was no longer running. Something must have happened. _**Oh Gods! Someone has to get in there to help Hiccup! **_A whistling sound echoed over the arena. _**I know that sound! No, it can't be… This is bad.**_ The smoke was too thick to see through, but Astrid didn't need to see to know who (or was it "what") had come to Hiccup's rescue. _**Night Fury! Toothless!**_

* * *

><p><strong>Don't fret! There will now be a part 3 to this sequence. When I was planning, I did not realize how much detail would be needed. I decided that I'd rather write three shorter chapters and post them up quicker than trying to write out one or two longer chapters and slow down the posting times. Plus, now the chapter has been posted days ahead of schedule!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Things just keep going from bad to worse. Toothless saves Hiccup, but the Chief has seen this as a threat and orders the Night Fury to be locked up with the rest. Astrid knows that Hiccup is distressed by this treatment of his friend and it hurts Astrid just as much. Toothless is a dear friend. What's this? The Chief is leading yet another search to the nest? Why?**

**Next Chapter: I'm going to aim to have Part 3 posted up next Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. Hopefully, I can finish it up early again. I might too because this scene is super exciting and fun to write!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: July 16, 2014**


	44. Hiccup's Final Exam (Part 3)

**Normally, Wheel gets the next update, but I was way too excited about finishing off the Hiccup's Final Exam mini-arc that I decided to write this chapter up next! You're welcome!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Yes, if you ever have any questions, please feel free to ask. As you can see, sometimes I don't have all the answers, but I'll do my best! That'll all be in this chapter. Time for the feels…well, kinda. Oh, my story inspired you to write a HTTYD fic? That's so awesome! When you get it posted (if you haven't already), let me know. I'll check it out.**

_**faisyah865**_**: Wow…talk about perfect timing. I just got my soundtracks on Friday. Yeah, I'm late, but now I have both of them. Such great music.**

_**Hicstrid4eva**_**: Thank you. This chapter will be out way before that Saturday deadline! **

_**Toothless is best**_**: Thanks. Me too…oh, wait…I'm writing it. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: As weird as it sounds, I forgot all about the "Honey and Hatchet" reference until I rewatched the older eps of the TV show. I dunno how I forgot because that was one of my favorite Hiccstrid talks in the TV series. You may have mentioned it before, but it's always good to mention it again! Haha. Okay, don't kill me, but in all this time, I thought you were a girl. I'm sorry! I've been told that I'm bad at interpreting gender over the Internet. Please don't kill me! (nervous laugh and slight smile).**

**CartoonChaos: Would you believe me if I said that I had this chapter almost finished at the time you posted your review? I was about three-quarters of the way finished at that time.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 44: Hiccup's Final Exam (Part 3)<span>

The smoke cleared quickly and Astrid watched from a short distance away as Toothless drove the Monstrous Nightmare away from Hiccup. She was amazed that the smaller dragon, one that had looked so much bigger up close that evening in the cove, was taking on the bigger dragon without being easily overpowered. As she watched, Toothless pushed the Nightmare away and then backed up, shielding Hiccup with a roar that clearly said "Don't even think of touching this kid". From her spot, Astrid could see Hiccup watching, stunned, from his place on the stone ground. Clearly, neither had he expected the aid from his dragon friend. Each advance from the Nightmare was repeatedly blocked by Toothless. Astrid could heard the equally-stunned crowd gasping at the fight between dragons. It all felt so surreal…and, yet, this was actually happening, playing out in front of them all. Finally, the Nightmare gave up the fight and ran back, the retreat showing the Night Fury that this battle was over.

Astrid watched as Hiccup hurriedly picked himself up from the ground and rushed over to Toothless. She could see him begging the dragon to leave, but the loyal Night Fury had no part of it, even as Snotlout's father jumped down from the spectating area, leading many other fighting and armed Vikings to do the same. Hiccup's desperation increased, but Toothless wouldn't budge. _**This isn't going to end well…**_

Next to her, Astrid could see Stoick grab another hanging axe, ready to charge. Immediately, Astrid called out to her Chief in a vain attempt to stop him from attacking. "Stoick, no!"

She also heard Hiccup yell, "No, Dad!" but Astrid knew not whether he Hiccup had heard her own yell or if he had heard the sound of the axe being released from its wall holster.

Stoick raced in, axe raised high. "Dad, he won't hurt you!" Astrid heard Hiccup yell. She knew better than to get between the father and son, though, so she stayed in the tunnel, watching as Viking and dragon raced toward each other, both ready to kill the other. Astrid could hear Hiccup yelling out to Toothless, urging the dragon not to engage Berk's Chief in battle and that it would only make everything worse, but there was no stopping the Night Fury. As much as Astrid wanted to help, she knew that this wasn't her fight…and she was too shocked to move far from her spot.

Hiccup continued to urge Toothless to stop as the dragon pinned the large Chief down to the ground. Astrid saw the dragon ready himself to fire at the downed Chief and she instinctively covered her head, as her parents had taught her when she was just a young Viking. The whistling sound of the Night Fury's fire never came, though and for a moment all was calm.

"Get him!"

The shout alerted Astrid and she released her head from the cover position. Vikings approached from all sides, easily overpowering the poor Night Fury. Astrid saw that Hiccup was ready to run to stop them all from hurting his dragon. _**There's no way that Hiccup can possibly take on all those Vikings and win!**_ She raced into the arena and held him back, her heart breaking as Hiccup weakly begged, "No, no, no…just please don't hurt him. Please don't hurt him." Hiccup continued to resist Astrid's restraint but she was too strong. _**He needs to calm down before I can release him,**_ Astrid knew. _**If I let Hiccup go now, he might do something crazy.**_

As Astrid watched dreadfully, she saw Stoick look to the axe in the hand of the Viking nearest to him, the axe that he had dropped when Toothless had attacked. _**Oh…no…**_ Luckily, the chief decided against killing the dragon and Astrid watched him push the axe away. "Put it with the others," he ordered simply before forcefully grabbing Hiccup from her arms and dragging him out of the arena.

Seeing that the action was dwindling, many of the gathered Vikings shuffled out of the arena. Astrid could hear them whispering about "finally seeing the infamous Night Fury" and how "it was nothing like expected"._** I could've been just like them. If Hiccup had never…I would've…**_ Astrid realized. It just wasn't fair. She had to help Toothless…and she had to help Hiccup, but…how?

After the arena had mostly cleared out, Astrid walked slowly to the big wooden door behind which they had placed Toothless. Those Vikings who still lingered wouldn't question her actions, Astrid knew. Approaching the door of the caged Night Fury wasn't suspicious; they probably thought she was upset for not having been the one to capture it. The cage was close enough to touch now and that's exactly what Astrid did. She gently placed a hand on the door and whispered words that only she and, hopefully, the dragon could hear. "Toothless, it's me, Astrid…you know, that girl who flew on your back with Hiccup last night. I'm so sorry that all this happened. I will do everything I can to fix this…and I know that Hiccup will too. Just hang in there until then."

The wooden door was thick. It had to be to keep all the dragons locked in securely. Yet, Astrid thought she heard a small sound, a warble perhaps, from inside. Steeling her outward appearance, Astrid made herself look angered just in case anyone was still present in the arena. When she turned and saw that she was now alone, though, Astrid relaxed and left the arena.

Astrid ran back toward the village_**. I have to find Hiccup! We have to figure out a new plan! Where could the Chief have taken him?**_ Arriving in the village, Astrid saw that the door to the Great Hall was slightly ajar. _**I wonder if they're in there. It's either there or they're at their house.**_ She decided to check the Great Hall first.

As Astrid approached the Great Hall, she did not even need to peek in to know that the Chief and his son were inside…and it sounded like they were in the midst of a very important (and almost extremely one-sided) conversation.

"He was just protecting me!" The voice belonged to Hiccup and Astrid knew instantly that he was trying to explain the reason for Toothless's unwanted appearance at the arena. "He's—He's not dangerous."

"They've killed hundreds of us!" Astrid could hear the Chief's anger, but what surprised her was Hiccup's next response.

"And we've killed thousands of them!" The boy sounded as if he were arguing back, taking a stand against his father's conflicting opinion. Astrid had always pictured Hiccup as the submissive boy she used to know, but he no longer sounded like that boy. Hiccup had changed; he had grown braver. That was for sure. "They defend themselves. That's all! They raid us because they have to. If they don't bring enough food back, they'll be eaten themselves. There's something else on their island, Dad. It's-It's a dragon like…"

Astrid listened closely as Hiccup did his best to explain all that they had just learned, but as always his father seemed to only pick up on one small part of the description.

"Their island? So you've been to the nest?"

"Did I say nest?"

"How did you find it?" Stoick's response was quick and when Hiccup spoke next, Astrid could hear the stuttering that proved Hiccup was cracking slightly under the intimidation of his father. The girl could picture the scene without even seeing it; she felt bad for Hiccup and wished she could help, but, once again, this was not her battle to win.

"What? No, I-I didn't. Toothless did. Only a dragon can find the island." There was a very brief pause before Astrid heard Hiccup speak up once again. "Oh, no, no, no. Dad, no. No, please, it's not what you think. You don't know what you're up against. It's like nothing you've ever seen." Astrid could hear Hiccup's words getting faster as if pleading with his father. Unfortunately, even Astrid knew how hard it was to change the mind of Stoick the Vast once the Chief had made a decision. Still, she heard Hiccup trying desperately. "Dad, please. I promise you , you can't win this one! No, Dad. No. For once in your life, would you please just listen to me?!"

Astrid gasped, a sound which was, luckily, masked to those inside. She could not believe the assertiveness that she had just heard in Hiccup's voice. The girl had never heard Hiccup use such a strong tone. Meeting Toothless really had been the best thing for Hiccup, Astrid realized. He had outgrown his meek shell and, though she had never known Hiccup to speak this way to his father, she was proud of the boy for finally taking the chance.

From inside, Astrid could hear the sound of something hitting the floor and a short grunt from Hiccup. _**Did Stoick just…**_ She did not get a chance to finish her thought, though, as Astrid heard the Chief speak once again. "You've thrown your lot in with them. You're not a Viking. You're not my son."

Astrid's hands flew up to her mouth to stifle another gasp. She could not believe that Stoick would ever say something like that to Hiccup and, yet, that is indeed what had just happened. Heavy footsteps approached the slightly-open door and Astrid knew what that meant. The Chief was finished with that conversation and she needed to get out of sight; there was no way that she wanted to be caught eavesdropping on this grave conversation. Darting to the side of the Great Hall, Astrid pressed her back firmly to the wall and tried to even out her breathing. If she could've turned back for just an instant, Astrid would've seen Stoick's steps falter and his breathing shorten as he understood the full impact of the words he had just spoken to Hiccup.

* * *

><p><strong>Oh, I like how this chapter turned out and I hope you all do too! I felt so inspired and wrote this up way before the possible deadline I had set. I even updated this instead of Wheel! You're welcome!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: High above the docks. That is where Astrid found Hiccup. She knew what he was thinking as he looked out over the water. She also knew that this was Hiccup. If anyone could come up with a plan to save them all, it would be him. She just has to convince him of this first. Hiccup could definitely use a confidence boost right about now…and Astrid knew she could provide him with that. It was the least she could do for him right now.**

**Next Chapter: Right now, I'll tentatively say next Monday after 10 PM US East Coast time. I know that's almost a week from now, but I'm going to try to write up Wheel next. Need to finish those slow and boring introductory arcs in that story!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: July 22, 2014**


	45. Motivational Conversation at the Docks

**Now it's going to start getting good. I can just tell! Well, I won't waste time with silly opening ANs. Let's get right back into the action!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Thanks! Yeah, I know what you mean. Besides, I try to add more to Astrid's character (because I feel that the movies barely scratch the surface of what she is capable of and who she actually is). Definitely keep me posted about your story (I sometimes miss new postings because many days I just read updates from the stories I've already favorited). **

_**faisyah865**_**: Well, Stoick does order Toothless to be put with "the others" so I took this to mean the other dragons…which are caged in the arena. Besides, that scene between Astrid and Toothless played in my head as I was writing the last chapter and I really wanted to write it.**

_**The Plasma Blast**_**: Yes and no. There's roughly about 30 chapters left so I guess we're technically right around the mid-point (well, a little past that, but…). This story is currently the second longest (in plans, that is) of all that I've ever written. After this and Wheel, I'm going back to short stories again for awhile.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Well, that's a sigh of relief. Everyone gets my gender wrong on the Internet too. I'm kind of curious what gender my readers think I am. Haha. Yes, that chapter was hard to write. For me, it's the scene where they capture Toothless. I mean, how unfair is that scene! This dragon just saves Hiccup's life and what do they do? Beat it to the ground and imprison it! Where is the justice? Haha. **

_**Hicstrid4eva**_**: Wow…thanks! I'm glad that you like my stories. **

_**Avatarlover123**_**: Yeah, I wasn't going to have Astrid hear the conversation. I was going to have her hear the talk of Hiccup's fate as it floated around Berk, but someone asked about whether Astrid would hear the conversation and I was like…"Hmm…that would be interesting." so I added it. Yes, there are several typos. Those will be fixed before this chapter is posted. As for that talk, that's our main focus in this chapter, so it's time to get inside Astrid's head…although, that sounded awkward…**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 45: Motivational Conversation at the Docks<span>

The news spread instantly, infecting Berk like a fast-acting strain of Eel Pox and the effect was immediate. Astrid had to dodge many of the fighting Vikings as they raced toward the docks to load weapons and supplies. Even as she tried to stay out of the commotion, Astrid's parents still managed to find her and sternly order her to retrieve whatever they needed for the journey. Astrid could not hear because they talked so fast and then raced away to go do something else. The young Viking girl knew that the Chief wanted to set out as quickly as possible, but this was just ridiculous.

Finally, after what felt like forever, the Chief arrived and noticed the disorder. One swift command from Stoick had even the fiercest of Berkians falling into an order which helped the loading process to run smoother. Though there was little time to talk, Astrid heard the rumors. Of course the villagers would be talking about what they'd heard regarding Hiccup, but it still hurt Astrid to hear it all again. _**It just isn't fair, really. How had I been so unaware of the hard life Hiccup had been put through?**_ _**Although, it wasn't entirely that I was unaware, **_Astrid knew._** I just didn't want to step in and ruin my reputation. Well, that's going to have to change. I can't let Hiccup go through this all alone. Not anymore.**_

Astrid refused to get involved with the almost-ceremonial readying of the ships. She did not support this. She knew the mistake her fellow Vikings were making, but there was no changing their minds; they were too stubborn. As Astrid watched, several muscular Vikings added a wooden muzzle around the neck of a bound Toothless and hoisted him onto one of the ships. Briefly, Astrid wondered if Hiccup was nearby watching the preparations, but she figured that he wasn't. Why would he want to see this? Even Astrid did not want to see it all, but it was customary (and expected) to be in attendance when the fighting Vikings set sail and that was the only reason why she was here at all.

"Set sail!" There it was: the order that would begin another voyage. Astrid watched silently, unmoving, as the ships pulled out away from Berk's docks.
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Berk was peaceful once again. The ships had set sail a while ago and normality had settled over those remaining in the village. Now that it was calm, Astrid decided to find Hiccup and talk with him. They needed to help the fighting Vikings. Hopefully they could stop them somehow, but the chances of that happening were pretty rare.

_**Where is he? **_Astrid wondered. She had checked many places in and around the village and yet she still had seen no trace of Hiccup. Astrid never lingered in any of the places she checked. There was no time. She had to find Hiccup as soon as she possibly could. There was one place that she had not yet checked. _**I wonder…**_

That, as it turned out, was where Hiccup was located. _**I should've guessed that he would be here at the docks…now that everything has calmed down again. **_Approaching slowly from behind, Astrid walked to stand next to Hiccup and stare out at the still waters, just as he had been doing. She knew that he had sensed her presence, but he did not say anything. _**I guess I have to start the conversation then.**_ "It's a mess. You must feel horrible. You've lost everything. Your father. Your tribe. Your best friend." Astrid knew that she was not good with words. She had always been one to convey her thoughts with her axe. This was harder than she'd thought it would be.

"Thank you…for summing that up."

_**Yeah…that definitely did not help…at all. What can I say now? **_Astrid had never seen Hiccup so depressed. Even in the worst of times, he'd weathered through, but this…this was different and, for once, Astrid truly did not know what to do or say. Silence fell between the two and for a moment, Astrid started to think that her failure to properly convey her thoughts through words had created a rift in her new friendship with Hiccup.

"Why couldn't I have killed that dragon when I found him in the woods?" Hiccup's words were soft and Astrid wondered if he was asking the question more to himself than to her. "It would have been better for everyone."

_**This**_, Astrid knew, _**can be the push that Hiccup needs. All I have to do is convince him of that right now. **_"Yep. The rest of us would've done it," Astrid answered immediately. "So why didn't you?" She turned to Hiccup, waiting for him to answer her question. When he didn't, she asked him again, "Why didn't you?" _**Come on, Hiccup!**_ she silently urged. Not only was she interested to know what had been going through Hiccup's mind that day, but Astrid also knew that this answer, the one she was waiting for, could be the motivation that Hiccup so desperately needed right now.

"I don't know. I couldn't." Hiccup's answer was simple, too simple, as he turned away.

_**No. There is no way that I'm letting Hiccup get away with an answer like that. There was something more going through his head that day. I just know it.**_ "That's not an answer," Astrid told Hiccup firmly.

"Why is this so important to you all of a sudden?" Hiccup tried to yell back, but the hurt in his voice lessened the effect.

Astrid knew that Hiccup was growing angry at the thought of answering the simple question, but that was what she wanted. She wanted Hiccup to feel upset because then he would be motivated to snap from this mood and change everything. Maybe then, he could even change the mind of Stoick the Vast. First, though, Astrid needed to figure out a way to change Hiccup's mind. _**Easier said than done when you aren't good with words**_, she knew. "Because I want to remember what you say right now," she answered Hiccup's question. This was true. She knew that his answer would be important both now and in the future.

"Oh, for the love of…I was a coward. I was weak. I wouldn't kill a dragon," Hiccup answered, listing off his reasons.

"You said 'wouldn't' that time," Astrid replied immediately, calling him out on his wording change. _**Good! This is heading in the right direction! Just keep going, Hiccup!**_

"Whatever! I wouldn't!" Hiccup whined, flailing his arms around wildly in anger. "Three hundred years and I'm the first Viking who wouldn't kill a dragon!"

Astrid stood staring into Hiccup's eyes and waited for his anger to simmer down again before she spoke again. Hiccup turned away from Astrid's gaze and she knew that it was time . _**I have to use this confession to change Hiccup's mind. It's now or never. This has to work. If it doesn't…Hiccup will leave. He'll walk away from Berk forever and I can't let that happen.**_ "First to ride one, though." _**Hiccup, you were the first to see dragons for the creatures that they really are**_, Astrid realized, but she didn't say that out loud. Not yet. "So…?" Astrid pressed. Somehow she just knew that Hiccup had calmed down enough to give her his true answer; she could see it in his posture, the way his shoulders relaxed slightly.

"I wouldn't kill him because he looked as frightened as I was," Hiccup answered calmly, turning to face Astrid. "I looked at him and I saw myself."

This was the answer Astrid had been waiting for! It wasn't what she had expected Hiccup to say, but it was still the answer she had wanted to hear. Astrid knew, though, that she still needed to deliver that final push, the one that would spur Hiccup into action…and she knew just how she would do it. "I bet he's really frightened now. What are you gonna do about it?"

"Ah…probably something stupid," Hiccup replied.

Once again, that was a step in the right direction, but… "Good, but you've already done that." Astrid thought back to their "final exam plan" and realized now how stupid that had actually been. _**Yep, "something stupid" probably won't work this time, Hiccup. What's next?**_

Astrid watched Hiccup's eyes light up again in realization. She knew then that this talk had worked. He understood now what he had to do. "Then, something crazy," he answered, racing back toward the village.

_**Yes!**_ The Hiccup that she had come to like a lot had finally returned! "That's more like it," she whispered to herself before racing off to follow Hiccup. She had a feeling that she knew what his plan might involve…and he was definitely going to need her help.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, there you have it! The conversation at the docks. I'm sorry if that a little redundant in parts. I feel that this isn't my best chapter. Oh, well… Next one will probably be a little shorter as it…well, you'll see…cue the preview!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: "Something crazy" doesn't even begin to explain Hiccup's newest plan, but, somehow, Astrid is content that it will work. To help, she gathers the other teens and meet him at the killing arena. Together, she will help Hiccup to teach them to bond with the dragons there so they can fly in and save the day like gallant heroes. Wasn't that every Vikings' dream…well, maybe minus the flying in part…but they'll do that anyway…and it will be awesome!**

**Next Chapter: I may or may not be going out of town again next weekend (although right now that's a definite possibility), so I'll try my best to get the next chapter written and posted before I leave on Wednesday or Thursday (I think it's Thursday, but I forgot; watch my Fanfiction profile for details!). If I don't get it up before I leave, I'll try to have it up soon after I return.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: July 31, 2014**


	46. Hiccup's Crazy Plan

**I really tried to get this out early before I leave, but, as it turns out, I was only gone for a day anyway, so it wasn't too bad.**

**Also, looks like we'll soon see Brave's 300****th**** reviewer. We're only ten (yes, 10!) reviews away from the next milestone! Will it again be Toothless is best or will someone else rise to the challenge? Only time will tell! (Yeah, it was late when I wrote this opening AN; I should probably have just gone to bed).**

**Review Replies:**

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Yeah, I had to watch the beginning of the dock scene a few times for that last chapter. One of the first times I ever watched the movie, I remember wondering why Astrid would say those things if she wanted to comfort Hiccup. Later, though, as I was watching the scene again, I realized that Astrid really did not say all that much before she confronted Hiccup in the cove, so I figured she just had a hard time conveying her emotions and thoughts in words. I like that for a title. It sounds great!**

_**faisyah865**_**: It most certainly does. Both soundtracks are wonderful. I listen to them all the time now!**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Whoa! I hope your computer is okay after all that shaking! Haha. Here it is!**

_**UnbreakableWarrior**_**: Thanks.**

_**Girlyoudontknow (anonymous)**_**: Thanks! I can understand how you felt, honestly. I don't usually read "HTTYD from Astrid's POV" type fics simply because most are literally the same scenes from the movie just with Astrid's thoughts. As a writer, though, I feel that we've already seen the movie (most likely, multiple times), so instead of simply retelling the story from the movie, I try to fill in some of the holes that the movie doesn't necessarily show. Plus, I wanted to flesh out Astrid's character because there is so much hidden potential there.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks! As I said, those are things I wanted from this story. When I write, especially this type story which is seriously overdone, I think about things I'd want to read about (Astrid's family, the "holes" that are not shown in the movie, etc.) and I write those into the story. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 46: Hiccup's Crazy Plan<span>

Astrid ran to catch up with Hiccup as he jogged toward the arena. Without turning back to her, Hiccup instructed her to go find the other teens and bring them to the arena. They would meet there in preparation for the flight to intercept the Berk longboats at the dragon nest. Without a second thought, Astrid obliged, heading deeper into the village and hoping that she could easily find the other four teens.

As it turned out, the rest of the teens were at the Great Hall where most of the other remaining Berkians were located. The talk seemed to be centered on the events that had recently occurred in the Kill Ring, but there were pockets of conversation about Hiccup and the talk between father and son before the Chief had left Berk. Astrid did not have time to focus on any of the conversations, though. Right now, time was of the essence. With no care as to what the other teens were conversing about, Astrid walked right up to them and interrupted. "Come on! You all need to come with me right now!" In reply, they turned to her with blank stares, as if trying to figure out where Astrid had come from and why they had not noticed her approach. Smacking her forehead in frustration, Astrid tried again through clenched teeth. "Follow. Me. Now." This time the other teens obliged without second thoughts; they knew that Astrid could be quite scary when she was angered and they did not want to provoke her wrath.

On the way, Astrid explained the situation to the other teens, filling them in on all she had learned. "…trust me, Stoick and his men are making a huge mistake. That's why it's up to us to help them."_** And it's kind of my fault…and Hiccup's fault that we're even in this mess, I guess. **_The other teens said nothing in reply and Astrid just guessed that they had no words to convey their thoughts, but that was perfectly fine with her. There was no time for idle chit-chat anyway.

Arriving at the Arena, Astrid found Hiccup staring at one of the big doors that caged the dragons they had worked with during training. She recognized this door immediately. It was the cage of the Monstrous Nightmare. Hiccup must be thinking about our previous plan and lamenting that it didn't work. _**Well, this one will work! I'm sure of it this time!**_

"If you're planning on getting eaten, I'd definitely go with the Gronckle," Fishlegs spoke up, alerting Hiccup to their presence.

Astrid could see the surprise in Hiccup's eyes as he looked out upon the other teens. _**I guess he didn't expect them to go along with this plan? Well, surprise**_! Astrid laughed to herself…all while keeping her stoic outer expression intact.

"You were wise to seek help from the world's most deadly weapon," Tuffnut told Hiccup, walking up (with a swift punch to his twin's side on the way) to stand directly in front of the startled boy. "It's me."

Snotlout immediately came up beside Tuffnut and pushed the male twin aside. "I love this plan."

Astrid rolled her eyes. _**They're getting a little ahead of themselves, aren't they?**_

Hiccup must've thought so too as he started to say, "I didn't…"

Before he could finish, Ruffnut elbowed Snotlout out of the way and told Hiccup, "You're crazy. I like that."

_**Okay…that's enough!**_ Astrid definitely did not approve of the dreamy tone Ruffnut's voice had taken._** I didn't bring you all here to fawn over Hiccup. Let's get to the action.**_ Tugging on the right-side horn of Ruffnut's helmet, Astrid pulled the other girl away from Hiccup. "So, what is the plan?"
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"Alright, this is what is going to happen," Hiccup announced to the teens and Astrid waited. He still had yet to tell her his plan, but she guessed that he would do just that right now. "In just a moment, I am going to unlock all of these cages and let out each of the dragons we worked with during training."

Astrid stole a glance around her at the other teens and she smirked at their expressions. They're still scared. This should be fun.

"We will bond together with these dragons," Hiccup continued, "and fly on them to the nest. When we get there, we will convince my father to stop with his quest. Trust me, it's for the better. I know these directions are a pretty vague, but are there are any last minute questions before I release the dragons?"

Next to Astrid, Snotlout stepped forward. "I have one. Is this really necessary? I mean…these are dragons, Hiccup!"

"I am aware of that, Snotlout and it'll be fine. In fact, I'll show you that it'll be fine. Stay there."

Astrid watched in amazement as Hiccup unlatched the cage nearest him and disappeared into the darkness of the cell. A moment later, she caught movement as Hiccup backed out from the chamber. The Monstrous Nightmare followed slowly after the courageous Viking boy. Smiling, Astrid watched intently as Hiccup again pacified the Nightmare, just as he had tried to do before the spectating village hours ago in this very same ring. Out of the corner of her eye, Astrid saw Snotlout cringe in fear and bend down to pick up one of the broken spearheads lying scattered in the arena. Smacking his arm, Astrid shook her head in disapproval and Snotlout dropped the spear. When Hiccup reached the group, he grabbed Snotlout's left arm with his right hand.

"Wait! What are you-?" Snotlout started to scream out, but Hiccup stopped him.

"Sshh…relax. It's okay. It's okay," he replied gently.

Astrid watched over Snotlout's shoulder as Hiccup replaced his other hand with Snotlout's hand, helping to facilitate the new bond between boy and dragon. She could hear Snotlout's laughs of joy as the dragon accepted the new bond. Astrid smiled too, along with Hiccup, both overjoyed at the sight.

Satisfied, Hiccup started to walk away. In Hiccup's sudden absence, Astrid could see Snotlout losing his newfound courage. The boy was still nervous about standing too close to dragons, but it made sense. Changing a Viking's mind was not an immediate task. Often it could take years…if it was even possible; sometimes, Vikings were just too stubborn to change.

"Where are you going?" Snotlout asked.

"You're gonna need something to help you hold on," Hiccup reasoned, grabbing some rope out of a box of weapons sitting near the back of the arena.

_**Good thinking, Hiccup!**_ Astrid remarked silently with a smile, remembering how she would've fallen right off Toothless if she had not been grasping so tightly onto Hiccup. Hearing rumbling and squawking from behind her, Astrid turned (along with the other teens) and saw the other dragons gathered, waiting for whatever was to happen next.

"Okay, everyone, choose a dragon and form a bond. Do just as I showed Snotlout. Look to the ground and hold out your hand. Trust in the dragon."

Astrid walked confidently to the Deadly Nadder. Though she had only seen Hiccup's brief demonstration, she trusted in his words. He had formed a bond with the mysterious and widely-feared Night Fury…and lived to describe it. Hiccup clearly knew what he was talking about when it came to training dragons. Looking down to the ground, Astrid held out her hand and waited. A moment later, she felt the scaly touch of the Nadder's snout in her palm. Raising her eyes again, Astrid looked to the Nadder and smiled. Glancing around, Astrid saw similar reactions from the other teens. Fishlegs had bonded with the Gronckle, leaving the twins (with Hiccup's help) to bond with the two heads of the Hideous Zippleback.

"Okay, let's mount up! We'll briefly practice flying and then we'll head for The Nest!" Hiccup instructed before walking over to Astrid. "Mind if I ride with you on the Nadder? I'm kinda dragon-less at the moment," he spoke softly.

Astrid agreed and the two climbed onto the willing Nadder's back. "Do we really have time to be practicing flying? I mean…"

"I know," Hiccup, sitting in front Astrid, cut her off. "It'll have to be a brief lesson, but it'll be for the best. I mean…it took several days for me to learn how to fly on Toothless…granted, it's a little more complicated with the replacement tailfin set-up, but it still isn't a skill that will be learned overnight…and remember who it is we are working with here," he finished in a whisper.

As much as Astrid wanted to disagree, she knew that Hiccup was right…especially when she looked over and saw the twins attempting to blow each other up using the two Zippleback heads. "You're right, Dragon Boy. Teach us how Vikings fly."
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Astrid knew that Hiccup had tried to keep the flying lesson brief, but it still felt like it had taken forever. All she could think about were their fellow Vikings over at The Nest. Finally, Astrid heard Hiccup sigh in satisfaction…or resign; Astrid could not really tell which.

"Okay, that's enough practice. We're headed to The Nest," Hiccup told them and Astrid knew that was the signal as their Nadder led the way out of the arena and toward The Nest.

* * *

><p><strong>No cliffhanger this time! That's your reward for sticking with me and waiting patiently for me to get back to writing. It's been a busy last few weeks. <strong>

**Also, I didn't put it in here (because it would break up the flow of the chapter), but Hiccup's costume change. In the arena, he's wearing the fur vest and when they enter the battle at the nest, he's wearing the riding gear. The way that works in this story is that Hiccup had the riding gear with him in the arena and changed into it during the flight lesson. It just wouldn't fit in this chapter without sounding weird, so that's how it is. Sorry to readers who prefer a more direct explanation.**

**Coming Up Next: Astrid had feared it would come to this. The massive dragon was angered and attacking the Vikings who were horribly outnumbered. Will the battlefield be leveled now that Astrid and her friends have introduced the dragons from the arena? She hated to think otherwise.**

**Next Chapter: Well, it's getting to that point where I can't guarantee anything about update times, but I will try to post up…well, actually, I'm going to probably get Wheel's chapter posted next, so just watch my profile for updates!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: August 11, 2014**


	47. Battling the Red Death (Part 1)

**Three reviews away from 300! Wow…I'm really, really impressed. This was the first story of mine to ever even reach 100 reviews. I am honored for all the reviews, favorites, follows, and views this story has received in its almost 50 chapters of life. **

**Here we are…the big final battle (which will be split across several chapters as well—there is way too much Hiccstrid to fit into one single chapter here!). **

**Review Replies:**

_**Dragon Lord Draco**_**: Here it is!**

_**Hiccstrid4eva**_**: Thanks! Here's the next chapter.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I didn't say we'd see the 300****th**** review in this chapter, but I would definitely bet that the formal announcement of the 300****th**** reviewer will be a part of the next chapter. I can't wait to see who it'll be!**

_**faisyah865**_**: Uh…I hope you're okay after all that running. Haha. Yeah, it is kind of impressive that all the dragons took a liking to the teens quick enough to rush into the final battle. They probably all just liked Hiccup and trusted him, I guess.**

**Guest (anonymous): I'd want a Terrible Terror…just to have, but if I would get a flying dragon, I'd definitely prefer a Night Fury. Here's the next chapter.**

**creslix: I guarantee that this story will make it to the end. I've already plotted it out and there's no way I could think of discontinuing it now. I agree that the opening chapters were not my best work. When I posted, I underestimated how popular the story would be and tried to update faster that I probably should have. I would hope that the recent chapters have improved even just a little since then. Also, I always have a hard time writing pre-movie Stoick and trying to judge how his actions should be portrayed, so I apologize for that; I know that's always been a bit of a weak point for me. Thanks for sharing your thoughts!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 47: Battling the Red Death (Part 1)<span>

The flight to the Nest was mostly silent. Around her, Astrid could hear the startled sounds of her friends as they adjusted to flying for the first time. Aboard the Nadder, Hiccup and Astrid let the majestic dragon lead them toward the Nest.

Below them, Astrid could see the waters changing. Obstacles jutted out from the waters. They were close. In the distance, she could see the mist that shrouded the Nest, hiding it from the prying eyes of adventurous Vikings.

"All right, gang, listen up!" Hiccup spoke up from in front of Astrid, addressing all the new dragon riders. "I don't know what we will be flying into here, so I don't have any instructions to give yet. Once we get in and see what's going on, I'll come up with something. Just keep your ears open, okay?"

The others did not reply, but Astrid knew they would comply with Hiccup's words this time; they were still too nervous about riding the dragons to go off and do their own thing just yet. Breaking through the mists surrounding the island on which the Nest was situated, Hiccup and Astrid were met with a horrifying sight. The massive dragon they had seen last night had broken out from its mountain home and was on a rampage, attacking the Vikings who had attacked its island. The two teens also noticed the lack of smaller dragons on the island. _**The Vikings must've scared them away,**_ Astrid concluded.

Down below, Astrid saw the massive dragon rear up, ready to fire at Hiccup's father and mentor. _**We have to do something! **_

As it turned out, Hiccup was one step ahead. Astrid heard him whisper, "Fire! Now!" as he patted the Nadder's neck. The blast exploded off the back of the massive dragon and Hiccup cheered as the dragon's attention diverted from the Vikings on the ground to those in the sky. Flying in and assessing the situation, Hiccup began to shout out orders. "Ruff, Tuff, watch your backs! Move, Fishlegs!"

Even from up in the sky, Astrid could see the startled face of the Chief. From behind her, she could hear the others yelling excitedly but she could barely make out the words. There was no time to waste anyway; she had to stay focused on Hiccup as he executed his plan.

"Up! Let's move it!" Hiccup ordered and the others followed his lead. When they were up higher away from the massive dragon, Hiccup called out to Fishlegs, "Fishlegs, break it down." and Astrid knew that Hiccup was asking Fishlegs for his infamous statistical breakdown on this dragon.

Astrid listened as Fishlegs explained. "Okay. Heavily armored skull and tail made for bashing and crushing! Steer clear of both. Small eyes, large nostrils—relies on hearing and smell!"

It amazed Astrid that Fishlegs could determine all this so quickly with just a short glance at the dragon. _**Now what will you do, Hiccup?**_

Using what he had just heard, Hiccup formed his plan and shouted out orders. "Okay, 'Lout, 'Legs! Hang in its blind spot, make noise, keep it confused." Turning to the twins on the Zippleback, Hiccup gave them their task. "Ruff, Tuff, find out if it has a shot limit. Make it mad."

"That's my speciality!" Ruffnut replied almost instantly, sparking yet another argument between the twins.

"Just do what I told you!" Hiccup called to them in an effort to break up the fight and bring the twins back to the task at hand. "I'll be back as soon as I can!"

The Nadder veered off away from the others and Astrid helped Hiccup search for Toothless. Astrid knew this was to be her task for now, even though Hiccup had never actually stated it. Hearing a roar from the ground Astrid directed her attention down toward the sound and she saw Hiccup do the same.

"There!" He pointed down to the flaming ships.

_**Oh no! We have to get Toothless out of there and fast!**_

Doubling back around, the Nadder dipped as low as possible to the flaming ship where Toothless was chained. As smoothly as possible, Astrid and Hiccup switched spots on the Nadder as he prepared to jump down. The wind and smoke was the flames was thick and it stung at Astrid's exposed eyes.

Hiccup jumped and Astrid watched him land with a grunt onto the deck of the ship. "Go help the others!" he told her.

Astrid did as Hiccup asked, hoping that leaving him on the rapidly-burning ship was not a mistake. Flying back into the battle, Astrid looked around, surveying the scene. The other teens were all doing as Hiccup had asked of them (for once). What more could she do? _**Well, there is one thing I could do**_, she supposed.

In the time that it took Astrid to debate this idea, the situation took a nasty turn. Both Snotlout and Fishlegs were down (well, at least, neither had use of their dragons anymore). Snotlout was now directly attacking the dragon on top of its head. Sure, it was dangerous, but they were Vikings. It's an occupational hazard. Flying over, Astrid yelled out, "Yeah! You're the Viking!" Encouragement for those who were doing the fighting…yeah, she could handle that. Besides, what else was there to do really?

As Astrid watched, Snotlout, distracted by her shout of encouragement, lost his grip and tumbled toward the ground. _**Okay…maybe encouragement is not such a good task either**_, Astrid decided. Instead, she flew back a little way from the battle and directed her gaze back to Hiccup, waiting for him to take to the skies. Watching, Astrid saw the dragon's tail break the masts of the burning ships. Then, its foot crashed down onto the deck of the ship where Hiccup and Toothless had been. Astrid waited, her vision directed down to the water, for boy and dragon to resurface. Neither did. _**No, no, no. Come on, Hiccup! **_A flash of movement caught Astrid's attention and she turned just in time to see a fur pelt cape disappear under the water. _**Chief?**_

Hiccup's father resurfaced a moment later and Astrid watched as he laid the boy down onto the rocky ground. As Hiccup coughed out the water in his lungs, Astrid saw the Chief jump back into the water. After another moment, Toothless burst from the water. In his legs, he carried Stoick back up to the surface.

As Astrid watched, Hiccup ran to Toothless and climbed into the saddle. Before he could take to the skies, Stoick stopped Hiccup. Astrid could not hear what father and son were discussing, but it didn't look hostile like their last conversation had sounded. Seeing Toothless shoot out into the sky, Astrid called out to the others, "He's up!"

Until Hiccup fully rejoined the battlefield, Astrid knew that she was to lead the others. Besides, there wasn't much else for her to do as the other teens did all the fighting…well, distracting the dragon. "Get Snotlout outta there!" she ordered to the twins who immediately starting fighting each other over who would fulfill the order.

Somehow when they were distracted, the twins flew close enough to the head of the massive dragon that Snotlout was able to jump aboard. Astrid was mildly impressed. For once the twins successfully completed a task…even while fighting themselves.

Astrid on the Nadder followed behind the twins' Zippleback as they flew around the front of the massive dragon's face. _**Wait!**_ Astrid observed. The Zippleback is getting further ahead. _**How is that possible?**_ Then she felt it. Her Nadder was being pulled backwards. The massive dragon was sucking them in towards its powerful jaws. _**Oh no…**_

* * *

><p><strong>I don't think I have anything to say here. Remind me never to take a break between finishing writing a chapter and adding the ending AN. Never seems to work out for me when I try to do that.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: The battle continues, but will Astrid live to see the ending? Only time will tell! **

**Next Chapter: My summer break is almost up. Next week I start at a new job (which I will be at everyday for at least the next two weeks. After that ends, I'll have more flexibility in my schedule, but without knowing anything about the schedules of my two jobs, I'm making no guesses about updates. Watch my profile! I always post my next major update and the progress of that update. I will say (for those who read Wheel), my next update will NOT be Wheel. Still working on plots and timelines for that one.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: August 20, 2014**


	48. Battling the Red Death (Part 2)

**Hey all! In case you haven't yet seen, I will ONLY be updating my stories on weekends now. My goal is to update at least one (and hopefully two) stories per weekend. As you can see, the next update in the rotation is going to Brave.**

**You all waited patiently and now I'm excited to announce Brave's 300****th**** reviewer! Congrats to…Toothless is best! Next time I update my profile, I will add that into the section. **

**Review Replies:**

_**A Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks! I'm glad you like the story.**

_**I Love Dragons (anonymous)**_**: The battle sequence will span for this chapter and the next one. Thanks! Hope you enjoy the rest of this sequence.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Congrats on posting the 300****th**** review! As a gift, here's more Brave!**

_**creslix**_**: That's a pretty good suggestion. Sometimes I do return to my completed stories, but I do shelf them for a bit before that.**

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Hey, that's fine! I've been busy as well. I'm excited to write those scenes. Got some pretty epic things planned for this story's end.**

_**faisyah865**_**: The last part? As in…from the end of the battle until the end of the movie? Well, the last "arc" of this story will start immediately after the end of the battle (which will be in chapter 49) and finish with the story's end (Chapter 60). Hope that helps. I wasn't quite sure what answer you wanted to know.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: That he will. I'm not going to be revealing my animated crushes (as I have many). That would give too much away about myself and I don't want to do that. I like to keep people guessing.**

**Next chapter starts….now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 48: Battling the Red Death (Part 2)<span>

Astrid was losing her grip on her dragon. It took everything she had to keep her hold on the Nadder. _**This is it…I'm not going to see the end of the battle. **_Silently, she prayed to the Gods that the others would be successful in bringing down this massive dragon. Air filled her ears and Astrid did not hear the familiar whistling sound of Night Fury fire. An explosion fired behind her and the next thing Astrid knew she was falling. If she hit the ground, her chances of surviving would be just as low as they would if she had been sucked into the powerful jaws of the massive dragon.

Before her body met the ground, Astrid felt something grab her foot in the air. From above, she heard an all-too-familiar voice ask, "Did you get her?" Hiccup. He had saved her—not once, but twice now, for she was certain that he had caused the explosion that had swept her from the Nadder.

Toothless looked down to her and Astrid gave him a smile which he returned with one of his own. The exchange of smiles said everything without need for words. Astrid had smiled to show the dragon her gratitude to both him and Hiccup for the rescue. Approaching the ground, Toothless righted her so that she could stand as he placed her down before leading Hiccup back into the battle.

There was nothing more Astrid could do at this time. She, along with the other riders, had completed their tasks. The rest was up to Hiccup…and Astrid would support him from the ground. "Go…" she quietly encouraged him as she watched him fly away again. This was it. It was now or never…and she just knew Hiccup could do this. He could win and take down this dragon. She believed in him.

As Astrid watched, Hiccup took to the skies and circled back to the ground. Approaching the massive dragon again, Toothless fired at the wings on the massive dragon's side. The explosion stirred up dust and Astrid, along with the other spectating Vikings, had to cover her eyes until the dust around them settled. Astrid lowered her arm just in time to see the massive dragon spread out its wings. _**It can fly?**_ A gust of wind pushed down on Astrid and the others as the dragon flapped its wings and took to the skies after Hiccup and Toothless.

Hiccup and Toothless expertly maneuvered through the stone sea-stacks surrounding the island as Astrid and the others could only watch in wonder at their skill. Near Astrid, the rest of her friends cheered on Hiccup as he led the massive dragon through the sea-stacks and around the island. The massive dragon smashed through the sea-stacks, sending debris flying everywhere. The cheering was brought to a halt as all the Vikings in the crowd were again forced to shield their eyes from the rock pieces in the air.

Again, the air cleared and this time Astrid watched as Hiccup and Toothless rose higher and higher into the dark clouds above the island. Astrid felt a twinge in her stomach as fear crept into her nerves. Up until now she had been able to follow Hiccup with her eyes, but once he would enter those clouds she would not be able to see him. She knew that he was capable of holding his own against this dragon, but she was still worried for him. _**What if something goes wrong?**_

Before they could enter the clouds, Astrid watched as the massive dragon fired at Toothless. Luckily, the Night Fury dodged the flames and both dragons disappeared among the dark clouds overhead. Above Astrid could hear the angered roaring of the massive dragon. Her heart beat faster with anticipation (and maybe the slightest hint of fear). What was going on up there?

From the ground, Astrid could hear the familiar whistling sounds as Toothless fired shot after shot of purple-hot fire. The explosion lit up the dark clouds and Astrid could see the silhouette of the massive dragon reflected again and again off the clouds.

For a moment, time slowed. There were echoes of the massive dragon's roars and flames, but still Astrid could only see the clouds that lingered above them. The dark clouds mixed with the smoke from the flames and covered the air around them. This is why no one on the ground saw the massive dragon until the very end as it crashed into the island just in front of them. The fiery impact sent a shockwave of air through the crowd and even the larger Vikings were thrown back; yet everyone seemed to somehow manage to stay on their feet.

In the split second before the crash, Astrid had caught of glimpse of Hiccup and Toothless flying upward away from the impact point. Now that the dust was settling over them, Astrid couldn't help but to wonder where they were. Surely they were up in the sky and away from the flames, surveying the scene, but…what if they weren't? Astrid felt sick as the worry tore at her nerves. She also knew that there was nothing they could do until the dust had settled. Surely then Hiccup would fly back down to them. There was no doubt in Astrid's mind that she would be right there to deliver a swift punch to his shoulder the minute he dismounted from Toothless. No way would she allow Hiccup to scare her like this; he would immediately be hearing about it from her.

Dust and debris continued to float down and around them but the island was silent. There was no sign of Hiccup and Toothless swooping down to land among the gathered Vikings. Astrid just knew that something was wrong and she could sense that Hiccup's father (who had been standing beside her throughout Hiccup's and Toothless's battle against the massive dragon) felt the same. _**Hiccup? Where are you? He couldn't be…could he?**_

* * *

><p><strong>This chapter is four words short of my chapter-length goal of 1,000 words. Close enough, though, I hope. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: The dust continues to clear, but where are Hiccup and Toothless? Worry constantly tugs at Astrid's heart. Even if Hiccup and Toothless are found, will they be okay?**

**Next Chapter: Seeing as how I'm only updating on weekends now and I can only get about 1 or 2 stories updated each weekend, it may be awhile. Just keep a watch on my profile. There I will give an update on which story will receive the next update and the progress of that chapter. Thanks for understanding!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: September 7, 2014**


	49. No Time To Waste

**Well…this update is super late. I'm sorry, everyone! This story is almost over, though. According to my calculations, the ending will be in chapter 60. Anyway, we're just about to head into another section with no movie equivalent (seeing as how the movie—told from Hiccup's POV, almost—doesn't show what happens between Dragon Island and his waking back on Berk). Good thing I have a very active imagination and have come up with the rest of the story. Enough talk! Let's go!**

**Oh, wait, I did have one more thing to mention. Sometime between last update and this update, the views for this story has topped 100,000. This is the only story I've ever written that has reached (and passed) 100,000 total views. Thank you, readers! Your support really encourages me to keep returning to this story!**

**Review Replies:**

_**faisyah865**_**: Hmm…I hadn't really thought about it, but I'd have to wait for the DVD first either way.**

_**unicorns (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, the chapters are shorter. I usually aim for between 1,000 and 1,500 words per chapter, but it just depends, I guess. I will try to make them longer. Also, yeah, I did mess up the ages a bit because I started this story back before HTTYD 2 confirmed their ages.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, she's gonna be nervous wreck. Here's the next chapter.**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 49: No Time To Waste<span>

Though the battle had long since ended, dust continued to fall, settling down to the ground. The air around Astrid was so thick with dirt and debris that she could barely see around her. She could hear the Chief, coughing from the dust, calling out for his son, the worry mixing in with his deep, gruff voice.

Listening, Astrid heard Chief Stoick's breath catch in his throat and one last whisper of his son's name. _**Why did he stop? Did he find Hiccup?**_ In front of Astrid, the rest of the gathered Vikings stepped closer toward Stoick. Pushing her way forward so she could see, Astrid gasped softly when she saw the sight in front of her. Berk's Chief, the proud and stubborn Stoick was kneeling beside a still and silent Toothless. Hiccup was nowhere in sight. _**Hiccup is…**_ Her mind refused to believe it, but everything pointed to that conclusion. _**He couldn't be…**_

Somehow as Astrid stood there, gazing at the sight before her, all she could think about was the past. She had treated Hiccup so badly and now she might never have a chance to truly apologize. Sure she had said those words—I'm sorry—to him while they'd both sat on the back of Toothless last night, but she had not fully meant them. Those words, then, she had spoken out of fear, more as a plea than an apology.

Astrid and the others waited, still, hoping for a miracle. Soon, Toothless roused and slowly opened his wings, revealing the still and quiet form of Hiccup. As much as Astrid wanted to rejoice that Hiccup was okay, she couldn't yet, not knowing if he truly was okay. Hiccup was so still and that was way too unnatural; the boy was always fidgeting or stammering or working on some metal project in the forge. Astrid hated seeing Hiccup this way.

The Chief ran to the dragon and quickly grabbed his small son in his arms. Astrid watched and waited as Stoick threw his helmet aside and placed his large ear onto his son's chest. All living humans had a sound within their chest. Even Astrid, a Viking not trained in medical and healing practices knew this. The drum-like sound in each of their chest meant life. That, she knew, was what Stoick was listening for. _**Will he hear it? Oh please let him hear it!**_

It seemed like years passed before Stoick finally choked out his findings. "He's alive. You brought him back alive."

Astrid gasped out the breath that she did not know that she had been holding. _**Hiccup's alive! Thank the Gods!**_ All around Astrid, the other Vikings cheered and celebrated at the news. It was strange to think that this was, perhaps, the first time they had all ever cheered for Hiccup, rejoiced for his life.

Turning her attention back to the father, son, and dragon in front of them, Astrid watched Stoick thank him for saving Hiccup. As Astrid watched, she saw Gobber approach. Her trained ears heard the words the blacksmith spoke to the Chief. "Well, you know…most of him…"_** Most of him? **_Astrid wondered. _**What is that supposed to mean?**_ Astrid tried to get a better glimpse of Hiccup, but she could not see past the two burly Vikings.

Taking his fur cape, Stoick wrapped it around his son before standing up to face the gathered Berkians. "Hiccup needs immediate medical attention! We have to get back to Berk as quickly as we can!"

"How?" one of the older Vikings spoke up. "All our ships were destroyed."

Realization overcame Astrid. She knew how they could get more ships. "I can fly back to Berk!" she told them, stepping forward as she spoke. "It will be faster and I'll tell those back home to bring more ships here."

She could tell that many of the older Vikings were apprehensive about this idea and Astrid could understand. Returning to Berk on the back of a dragon was probably not for the best, but it was the only way she could think of to bring the needed resources to this island quickly enough to heal Hiccup.

Stoick nodded. "Okay, Astrid. We'll be waiting."

Astrid smiled and made to run to the Nadder. Before, she could, though, Astrid's gaze shifted over to the Nightmare. The Monstrous Nightmare would probably be just a little faster than the Deadly Nadder. As much as she hated the idea that had started to form in her head, Astrid knew that, if it would better help Hiccup, then it was worth it. Turning back to the Chief, Astrid steadied her nervous voice and told him, "I will take Snotlout and the Monstrous Nightmare with me."

With Stoick's approval, Astrid ran over to Snotlout who, for the first time in (perhaps) his whole life, stood rooted silent at her approach. Rolling her eyes, Astrid signaled to the Nightmare. "Come on, Snotlout. There's no time to waste."

Snotlout jumped up onto the Nigthmare first and Astrid took a seat in front of him. _**If it wasn't for Hiccup's wellbeing and need for urgent care, I would never be doing this**_. Constantly, she reminded herself that this awkward situation would be worth it when Hiccup was well again.

The Nightmare seemed to sense the urgency of the situation and it took off immediately after its two riders were situated. Despite the speed they were flying, the return trip still felt long to Astrid. Under them, the dark waters waved, cresting and falling continually. Secretly, Astrid was grateful that Snotlout seemed to know better than to try to make any moves on her right now; she really did not want to have to punch him and send him into the deep depths of those waters.

Up ahead, Berk came into view and Astrid tried her best to prepare for the angry protests of the Vikings who had stayed on the island. As expected, the dragon had to dodge a few bola weapons before touching down in the village.

Jumping down quickly, Astrid held up her hands. "Wait! Don't shoot!"

The defending Vikings threw her questioning looks, but they lowered their weapons.

"Listen, there isn't much time. We need to gather some ships and go back to The Nest. If we don't hurry, Hiccup could—"

She was unable to finish as the words stirred a commotion among the gathered Vikings. Their heir's life depended on them getting to The Nest and, by the Gods, they would do it.

"You'll need the Monstrous Nightmare to find your way in, so me, Snotlout, and the Nightmare will ride on the lead ship. Everyone else follow that ship, especially as we get closer. The air around The Nest is going to be full of smoke and debris. Okay, let's go!"

It did not take as long as usual to pack up the ships. All they really needed were some emergency medicinal items for Hiccup. _**Hopefully, we have enough ships to get everyone back to Berk**_, Astrid mused as she boarded the lead ship. _**Well, we can always get some Vikings aboard the dragons if we absolutely have to. **_

The boat trip to Dragon Island, as Astrid had started calling it, seemed to drag on forever. Each passing minute could be the difference between whether Hiccup would be okay or not and that worried Astrid more than she'd ever want to admit.

Finally, after what seemed like forever, the misty and dust-covered air surrounding the island came into view. "Okay, we're almost there. Now, the Nightmare knows how to navigate to the island, so let it lead."

The Nightmare, having taking a liking to the injured boy, was eager to safely navigate the ships to dock onto the shore of the island. As soon as the ship docked on the shore, Astrid jumped down and rushed over to the chief and Gobber. "How is he?" Astrid asked, looking to Hiccup's body cradled in his father's strong arms.

"Still the same. Did you bring help?" asked Stoick.

"Yes, Chief. I hope it's enough, but it's the best I could get in such a short time."

Stoick looked back and assessed the number of ships that arrived in the fleet. "It'll do. Come on, let's get Hiccup back to Berk."

The chief loaded Hiccup onto the deck of the lead ship. He placed Hiccup softly down onto the wooden floor, making sure the boy was as comfortable as possible, just in case. Astrid tried to watch, but Vikings crowded around Hiccup's still body. She did notice Stoick taking extra care with Hiccup's legs. _**One of them must be broken**_, she thought. _**We'd better get back quick so Gothi can set it before it begins to heal incorrectly**_. Astrid had heard horror stories of stubborn Vikings choosing not to get their broken bones properly set. They lived the rest of their lives in pain; she didn't want that to happen to Hiccup.

The trip back to Berk was as hard at the trip to Dragon Island had been. Because the village elder was too old to make the trip to Dragon Island, Hiccup's treatment would have to wait until they got back to Berk. Astrid sat by Hiccup's small and silent form, watching as his chest slowly rose and fell, his breathing the only visible indication that he was still fighting for his life. The worried girl knew that the Vikings were trying to speed the trip up as best they could, but some things were outside their control and this was one of those things. Sure they could've gotten Hiccup back to Berk faster by dragon, but his injuries were pretty severe (or so it sounded), so it was better this way.

When the lead ship docked on the shores of Berk, Stoick immediately scooped Hiccup up into his arms and rushed off to Gothi's hut. Astrid followed, but Stoick was faster. He disappeared into Gothi's hut and locked the door behind him. Desperate, Astrid pounded on the door and called out for them to let her in, but no one came. As much as Astrid hated to admit it, she would just have to wait.

* * *

><p><strong>Again, I'm sorry that this update took so dang long…but it's a long and angst-filled chapter for you all. Does that make up for it? No? Okay.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup's injuries were worse than Astrid could ever have imagined. What's all this talk about removing his leg?**

**Next Chapter: Life is crazy right now. Just keep a watch on my profile for news and update information.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave. **

**Posted: October 12, 2014**


	50. Never Be The Same Again

**If I were to divide Brave into arcs (like I do in Wheel), we would be entering the final arc. It's been a long ride (almost a year, in fact) of ups and downs. Crazy, though; feels like I just started this story…and now we're at chapter 50! Enjoy!**

**Review Replies:**

_**the doombuster (anonymous)**_**: I know that, but Astrid doesn't know that yet. She's just guessing.**

_**shadowanime1**_**: Thanks!**

_**faisyah865**_**: He's there. They took him back on one of the other ships (needed as much space as possible for Hiccup). Wasn't easy to convince the dragon to leave Hiccup's side, though.**

_**Guest( anonymous)**_**: Thanks! Yes, that space of time is so rich with possible storylines. Besides, this is Astrid's story, so it is unlikely that she just moped around doing nothing while waiting for Hiccup to wake up. I'm sorry for worrying you, but here's some reassurance. I will NOT drop this story…there's only 10 chapters left anyway. Here's the next update.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 50: Never Be The Same Again<span>

"You want to cut off his foot? Are you serious?"

Astrid almost instantly jumped up out of her seated position when she heard Stoick's shocked voice from behind the closed and locked door. It had been almost two days since they had brought Hiccup back to Berk from Dragon Island. Two long days that he had been locked up inside Gothi's hut. Two long days since Astrid had last seen him. Each day, Astrid would sit in this same spot, on the front step of Gothi's hut, waiting for the day when those inside would finally unlock the door and let her in to see Hiccup.

Toothless sat nearby as well. He did not fit on the front step with Astrid. At the sound of Stoick's voice, Toothless's ears shot up and he, in an instant, lifted his head and directed his eyes to the door.

As quietly as possible, Astrid scrambled to position herself closer to the door in hopes that she could hear the soft-spoken words from behind the wooden barrier. Even with her trained ears, accustomed to listening for soft sounds, Astrid still had a small ounce of trouble hearing the conversation inside.

"I'm sorry, Chief. It's the only option," Astrid heard Gobber recite, as if the blacksmith were reading Gothi's drawings. "If we don't do this, Hiccup will surely die."

Astrid's hands flew to cover her mouth as she stifled a loud gasp. What an ultimatum to give! Either Hiccup, at the mere age of fifteen, would lose a limb or he would die. Surely, Stoick was not stubborn enough to let his own son, his only child, die. Still, this would be a big change. Hiccup's life would never be the same again. He'd (most likely), in time, get used to the feeling of having only one real limb, but what if he didn't? Berk was changing. Dragons and Vikings were finally living side-by-side. What if Hiccup could not fly Toothless anymore? _**I won't let that happen.**_

"She does have a point, Stoick," Gobber said inside. "It's been two days. Gothi's healing ointments have done nothing. It won't be long before infection sets in and then…well…Hiccup's strong, but this is beyond him. He'll be fine, though…as long as we listen to Gothi's advice."

The room behind the door grew silent and Astrid hung on, ears practically pinned to the door, as she waited for Stoick's answer. For a while, there was only silence. Finally, Astrid barely caught Stoick's voice, soft for once. "Okay. So be it, then."

Astrid had to back away from the door as the sickening feeling in her stomach tightened. She knew this answer had been coming—it was the only possible option for Hiccup—but it still knotted her stomach to hear that the Hiccup she had known forever would never be the same again.

"_Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it." _

Those were the words Astrid had told Ruffnut on the first day of dragon training. Though it had only been a few weeks ago, it felt like years since she had stood on the arena floor and waited to spill the blood of the dragons housed there. So much had changed since then. _**Well, Hiccup earned his battle scar, at least.**_

The door behind Astrid opened slowly and the girl jumped quickly to her feet. When she turned around, she was looking into the immense form of Gobber.

"Should've known that you'd be out here, Astrid…and Toothless," he greeted them, with a glance over at the silent Night Fury. "Well, I'll be heading over to the shop."

"Wait, Gobber!" Astrid stopped the blacksmith before he could leave.

"If this is to ask if Hiccup can have visitors, the answer is still 'no'. Sorry, Astrid."

"No, that's not it." Astrid paused. How could she tell Gobber that she had heard what he and the Chief had discussed inside? _**Might as well just tell the truth, I guess,**_ she decided. "I…I heard what you and Chief Stoick were talking about in there," Astrid spoke before she could change her mind. Her gaze shifted to the ground, ashamed to admit that she had been eavesdropping.

"I figured you would have. You've been out here practically since we took Hiccup inside. Listen, Astrid, it's not a pleasant subject, but it's the only way that Hiccup could possibly survive this."

Astrid continued to stare at the ground. How could she have ever let this happen to Hiccup? If only she could have…

"This isn't your fault, Astrid," Gobber told her sternly.

"How did you…?" Astrid started to ask as she brought her gaze up to meet the blacksmith's eyes.

"Let's just say that you aren't as good at hiding your emotions as you think you are, Lass."

"Will he be okay? I mean…he'll still be…Hiccup, right?" Astrid finally asked the question that had been nagging at her mind since she heard that Hiccup would soon be losing his foot.

"Of course," Gobber answered with certainty. "Now, I'm going to head over to my shop and fashion a new foot for Hiccup. You know that boy. As soon as he wakes up, he'll be up and moving, but he'll need a new foot to be able to do that."

Gobber began to leave and Astrid watched him go. A nearby sound shifted Astrid's focus to Toothless who had gotten up to walk over closer to her. Without thinking about it, Astrid reached over to stroke the dragon's black scales. It was as Astrid was running her hand over these scales that Astrid noticed the absence of Toothless's artificial tailfin and saddle, both having been fatally damaged in the Red Death's flames.

Running up to Gobber, Astrid told him, "I want to come with you to the forge. I just thought of something else that Hiccup will need soon after he wakes up."

* * *

><p><strong>Less than twenty words under my chapter goal minimum of 1,000 words. I guess it'll do. This scenechapter changed like four different times. Originally, Astrid was going to be in the house, but that didn't fit with the previous chapter. Then, Astrid and Gobber were going to meet up and talk at the forge, but that wouldn't work because he'd have to walk past Astrid to get there. **

**I like how this turned out, though…even if it is short. Gobber doesn't usually play a large role in my stories, so it was nice to have that little conversation between him and Astrid in there.**

**Coming Up Next: The time has come to fit Hiccup with his new leg and Astrid will be right there with his still form to comfort him during the procedure...and the adult Vikings won't be stopping her this time.**

**Next Chapter: Can't make any guarantees. Watch my profile for updates about future chapter postings and progress made!**

**Thank you all for continuing to read and support Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: November 8, 2014**


	51. Painful

**Uh…yeah…nothing to say. I've been off lately (meaning that I've been having um…issues…like the return of my depression) and that's probably why I have nothing witty or interesting to say. **

**Review Replies:**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Well, I guess there was a time when my updates really slowed down, but…I'm glad that the story has been all up in your opinion. **

_**Angryhenry**_**: I had to read this review a few times to understand what it meant.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Most readers (sadly!) lack the imagination required to delve into the time while Hiccup is unconscious. They stick safely to the time-skip as used in the movie, but I didn't want to do that. This story is to be different from the others and to do that, I want to explore this time. I need to explore it, in fact, or the ending will not work.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 51: Painful<span>

Astrid had followed Gobber back to his forge and helped the blacksmith to design the prosthetic that would become Hiccup's new left foot. Actually, because Astrid did not yet know Hiccup as well as Gobber, he did most of the work and Astrid just supervised, agreeing when he asked rhetorical questions. Once the blueprints had been sketched out, Gobber set to work with the creation of the prosthetic. Though Astrid wanted to tell Gobber about the other thing that Hiccup would need when he woke , she also knew that finishing the prosthetic was more important. As Gobber had said, Hiccup would surely be up and walking as soon he woke up, so he would definitely need this foot so that he could walk.

It was a long process that involved Gobber making many adjustments to the metal as it took shape. Finally, the new prosthetic foot was complete and Astrid could present her other idea. "I know something else that Hiccup will need when he wakes up," she started, reminding the blacksmith of the words she had spoken to him on the walk over from Gothi's home to the forge.

"Well, you already said that before, so you might as well just tell me what you're thinking about, Astrid."

"A new tailfin and saddle set-up for Toothless," Astrid answered immediately, noticing Gobber's slight confusion at the name of the dragon. "That's what he calls his Night Fury."

Once Gobber knew what Astrid was talking about, his face brightened. "Oh!" With a laugh and a nod, he agreed. "I think you're right, Astrid. Sometimes tells me that it's going to be impossible to keep that boy on the ground. I'll get right on that. While I get some supplies, you go get that dragon of his. I'll need it to size up the saddle and such."

Astrid was reluctant to leave the forge. She wanted to be there to make sure Gobber's final result was one that could successfully replicate the creative flair that sparked Hiccup's creations. The quicker she could find Toothless and bring him back for Gobber, the sooner she could be there to advise the blacksmith as he attempted to create the new saddle and tailfin set-up.

On her way to check if Toothless was still positioned outside Gothi's hut (which the young Viking was certain that he was), Astrid crossed paths with Hiccup's father. "Chief! How is Hiccup?"

Stoick stopped in front of Astrid to answer her question. "The same. No change." His voice was stiff and Astrid understood; the chief was nervous about the amputation that would be happening later.

Astrid sighed quietly. She had hoped that Hiccup would have gotten better. _**At least his condition hasn't worsened, **_she figured. "Oh…thanks." What else could she say? Not coming up with a better response, Astrid went back to her task. As she had guessed, Toothless was still located outside of Gothi's hut. The dragon was waiting (as Astrid was) for the door to open for them to see their friend. Walking up to the Night Fury, Astrid softly told him, "Come on, Toothless. Gobber needs you over at the forge."

Never before had Astrid felt that she could relate to a dragon, but she was definitely feeling it now as she looked into Toothless's dulled eyes. The Night Fury did not want to desert his place here in much the same way as Astrid had not wanted to leave the forge earlier. "Toothless, Gobber needs to measure you so he can make a new saddle and tailfin system. That way you and Hiccup can fly again once Hiccup is awake."

Reluctantly, Toothless stood up and followed Astrid back to the forge where Gobber had already started gathering the materials that he would need. Astrid sat back and oversaw the work, ready to offer advice if asked. "Are you the one who's going to…cut off Hiccup's foot?" Astrid softly asked the blacksmith.

Lowering his shaping hammer-hand, Gobber turned to face Astrid. "Yes, I will be," he replied simply before returning to his task.

Astrid was silent again, watching Gobber work. It was hard to believe that, in just a few short hours, everything was going to change. Hiccup would never be the same again. She was nervous for him.
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Before Astrid could even contemplate where the time had gone, the hour arrived when Gobber would perform the amputation of Hiccup's badly-burnt foot. Knowing that Gobber, Stoick, and Gothi would not necessarily approve of Astrid's being in the room during the procedure, Astrid stealthily followed Gobber to Gothi's house.

Ahead, Astrid saw Gobber enter the house. When Gobber went to shut the door, Astrid raced up to the house and stopped him. She could see him question her presence; she was ready to answer that question. "I want to be there with Hiccup…to comfort him during the procedure. Besides, you'll need someone to hold him still and keep him calm, asleep or not."

Gobber obviously could see that there was no use arguing with Astrid. She was too stubborn to just leave. He held the door open for her to enter. Astrid did not frequently enter Gothi's house so she waited for Gobber to lead the way to Hiccup's bedside.

Astrid had not seen Hiccup seen the battle against the massive dragon so she was not prepared when she walked toward the bed. Hiccup was still and silent. He was also very pale, his skin rivaling the color of the snow that often lay on the ground outside. It was all so…un-Hiccup and Astrid did not like it.

Gothi and Stoick were already there by the time Gobber and Astrid arrived. Astrid heard Gobber whisper to Stoick about her presence here and that she would remain by Hiccup's side throughout the procedure, but she did not care. All she cared about at this moment was Hiccup.

"Alright, let's just get this done," Gobber told them as he changed out his current prosthetic for a handsaw.

Taking her place beside Hiccup, Astrid grabbed one of his hands and held it tightly. "It'll be okay, Hiccup," she whispered to him even though she knew he wouldn't hear. "I'll be right here the whole time."

Gothi walked over beside Gobber and rubbed an herbal ointment on the burnt areas of Hiccup's foot. Astrid knew that ointment well. She, herself, had been given it on occasion when she had badly wounded herself after axe training. The ointment would relax the area and numb it enough to perform the operation. Stepping aside, Gothi nodded to Gobber. It was time.

Gobber stepped forward and placed the jagged edge of the handsaw on the skin of Hiccup's lower left leg, just above the upper boundary of the badly-burnt area. Seasoned from seeing many Vikings receive this very same treatment, Gobber did not even flinch as he moved his handsaw back and forth over the skin, cutting deeper and deeper.

Hiccup's reaction, though, was a different story. Even with the ointment, the boy still flinched and squirmed in his thick sleep. As he started to squirm more, Astrid stood over him and pinned him down, an easy feat considering how small he was. When Hiccup could no longer move, he started to cry out. Somewhere from deep within his sleep, he could feel what was going on now but he surely wouldn't remember it later. "It's okay, Hiccup," Astrid shushed him. "It's almost over. You're doing great."

When Gobber's handsaw had cut all the way through, the blood pouring from the new wound was instantaneous. "Gothi, a tourniquet, please!" he ordered, immediately receiving the cloth from the elder. To stop the bleeding, Gobber tightly wrapped the cloth around the stump that would temporarily replace Hiccup's left foot. "And there we go. It shouldn't bleed through. I've got that wrapped pretty tightly. In a day or two, we can fit him with the new prosthetic."

The adult Vikings filtered out, but Astrid stayed behind. Gently, she brushed Hiccup's bangs to the side. Now that the pain was gone and he was wearing the ointment-soaked tourniquet, Hiccup was silent again, calm in his sleep. "It's over now, Hiccup. You did good. You're so brave…so much braver than I ever thought you could be. I'm…I'm proud of you." Astrid's eyes drifted down to the covered stump. "You've earned your battle scar."

* * *

><p><strong>I'm actually quite happy with how this chapter turned out. Alright, we are approaching the final tension of the story. One more last central conflict and it'll all be over. Just like that. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup is fitted with the new prosthetic. This part will be easier than the actual amputation…right?**

**Next Chapter: Keep an eye on my profile (in the story announcements section) for details!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: November 26, 2014**


	52. Prosthetic Fitting

**I still can't believe how close we are to the ending! It's crazy that it's been over a year since I started writing this story. Well, here's another chapter to bring us closer to that inevitable ending. **

**Review Replies:**

_**Rayne Arianna Maranochi**_**: Very true. Well said.**

_**Isabel Sparkle**_**: Right now, I'm not planning on going past the first movie. That could change, though. I don't know yet.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I'm glad. I don't try to slow the updates down, but I have school…and Sims 3 when there is no school. Okay…maybe I procrastinate a little bit…**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: It's not a good HTTYD movie-based story if you don't add your own touch to it. That's why I don't usually read the stories that follow the movie's timeline. Because the authors simply copy/paste the dialogue and ADD NOTHING TO IT! So boring. (No offense meant to writers with stories that fit this description, of course. Just don't expect me to read the story). Thank you! I was trying to figure out how to end the chapter and I thought of that line and the rest is history!**

**_Bryan The Youtuber_: Glad to hear it! Hope you continue to enjoy it.**

**_Yaya-baan_: That is impressive! It would take me days to read 51 chapters. Glad that you like it!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 52: Prosthetic Fitting <span>

Astrid sat by Hiccup's bedside for most of the days following the cutting off of his left foot. Ever since that day, Hiccup had slept peacefully. _**He probably won't even remember the pain when he wakes**_, she realized.

As Astrid had sat by Hiccup's bedside, she had heard talk between Stoick, Gobber, and Gothi (even though she never did any of the talking, of course). Today would be the day that Gobber would bring the new prosthetic leg over from the forge. Hiccup would be fitted with the new leg today. In fact, the men would be here soon. Astrid refused to leave Hiccup while they fitted the new leg where his old one had been just days ago. No, she would stay right with Hiccup and comfort him as best she could.

Before Astrid could think any more about the upcoming procedure, there was a knock on the door of Gothi's hut. Without waiting for an answer, the door opened and both Stoick and Gobber entered. Astrid saw a small covered bundle cradled in Gobber's good hand. She knew exactly what that was. _**This is really happening,**_ she told herself again, as if she needed to convince her mind.

Gothi walked in to join the men. Astrid waited quietly, Hiccup's still hand remaining in her tight grasp. She heard the scratching of Gothi's staff on the dirt floor and waited for Gobber's translation.

"Gothi checked the area this morning. She says it's healed nicely and that we should be able to fit the new leg today."

Astrid and Stoick both nodded in reply. The girl gripped Hiccup's hand just a little tighter. She just wanted to get this over with; maybe then it would finally feel real.

Gobber stepped closer to the bed and removed the cloth covering Hiccup's new prosthetic. "Okay, this shouldn't be too hard. Easier than it was to remove the leg in the first place. Astrid, are you doing what you did last time? Comforting Hiccup and restraining him if necessary?"

Astrid nodded simply because she did not quite trust herself to speak. There's was no way that she would allow them to see the not-so-confident side of herself; no one would ever see anything but confidence radiate from her.

"Okay, then. Let's get this over with, shall we?" Gobber moved the blankets aside to reveal Hiccup's still-bandaged stump. The bandages had been changed several times within the last several days and now showed no blood. Gobber made to remove the bandages, but stopped first. "This part is a little…well, if you get squeamish, you might not want to look."

Though Astrid desperately wanted to look away, she found that she couldn't. Gobber slowly unwound the bandage covering Hiccup's stump and still she kept her eyes focused on the spot. Astrid had seen Vikings with artificial limbs before but such injuries had never occurred in her family. What would it look like? Was she prepared to look upon such a sight?

As it turned out, she was not. Gobber removed the final strand of the bandage, revealing Hiccup's new stump and Astrid almost regurgitated her breakfast at the sight. She did not know what she had been expecting to see, but this… The fleshy mound was located a little more than midway down what used to be Hiccup's left leg. She could see spots where Gothi had applied sutures to the skin, creating a rounded stump.

"Astrid, you look like you're going to be sick," Stoick's voice, concerned, broke into her thoughts.

Tearing her gaze away from the horrific sight, Astrid shook her head. "I'm fine, Chief."

"Told you that this isn't for the faint of heart," Gobber replied with a short laugh. Turning his attention back to Hiccup, Gobber carefully looked over the stump, double-checking that it was truly ready for the placement of the prosthetic. "Yes, this will do fine. Okay, I'm going to place it and then secure it once it's in place. I don't know if Hiccup will feel it or not, so be ready for anything, okay, Astrid?"

Astrid nodded. On the outside, she appeared calm, but inside, her heart fluttered nervously. She had never attended a prosthetic fitting…and she'd never expected that the first one she attended would be for Hiccup. Hopefully, it would be over quickly.

Gobber grabbed hold of the prosthetic leg and positioned it, acquainting himself with the way it would fit upon Hiccup's stump. Astrid, her hand still clutching Hiccup's, waited quietly. All was calm…until Gobber touched the wood top of the prosthetic against the healing flesh on Hiccup's left leg. Though not fully aware of his surroundings, Hiccup could clearly still feel the pain from the spot where his left leg had once been. The boy tried to recoil into himself, a typical reaction to pain. "Ah, I was afraid of this," Gobber spoke loudly. "Hiccup can still feel the pain. Astrid, we're definitely going to need you."

Astrid could have rolled her eyes. Of course they'd need her! Not that she would've left Hiccup's side even if they didn't. As quick as she could, Astrid stopped Hiccup from recoiling into himself and restrained him so that Gobber could secure the new prosthetic leg in place.

"Just keep him still, Astrid, and this will take less time," Gobber reassured the girl.

Astrid tried her best to restrain Hiccup. It surprised her again at how strong he could be—even despite his small size. Freeing one of her hands, Astrid ran it through Hiccup's messy auburn hair. Though it was cold outside, Astrid could see beads of sweat dotting his forehead. "It'll be okay, Hiccup," she spoke quietly to him as if he was the only one in the room. "This will be over soon. You just have to try to relax and let Gobber do what he needs to do."

While Astrid was preoccupied with comforting Hiccup, Gobber somehow managed to fit the leg and secure it in place with some rope. Gobber's confirmation that the process was completed came just before Hiccup relaxed once again.

Standing over Hiccup's still-silent form, Astrid could only shake her head. "He's been through all this and yet…he's still not awake. I just don't understand it."

The others had started to file out of the room, but Gobber had apparently noticed that Astrid was not among them. "Don't worry, Lass. He'll wake soon, I'm sure. Everything will be normal again before you know it."

Looking down, Astrid sighed. "I sure hope so because…I kinda do miss having him around now."

"Well, no use worrying too much about it," Gobber answered. "Come on and get some dinner with us. All we can do is wait now, but we can at least try to find some normality in our own lives."

Astrid let Gobber lead her from Gothi's hut. On her way out, Astrid shot one final glance at Hiccup. _**Please wake up soon, Hiccup. I miss you.**_

* * *

><p><strong>MERRY CHRISTMAS! Oh…it's after midnight now, so Christmas is over. I hope yours was awesome. My parents finally embraced my love for this movie and got me so many HTTYD things…including the 2<strong>**nd**** movie/DotDR combo pack! Oh, and the HTTYD Hallmark ornament for my Christmas tree. Next year, I'm sure will be all about Big Hero 6 but…that's next year.**

**So, if you don't read my story Your Own Personal Savior, I'll say again that I have no idea when updates will be. I leave for Ireland on Sunday and I'll be there a week with little-no internet access. Then I'll be back to work for a week and then I may/may not be starting another job after that. That job would go until March 31****st****. So…yeah, as always, I'll write as I get time. Just keep a look on my profile for details.**

**Coming Up Next: If all goes well, Hiccup should be on his road to recovery. However, Astrid is reminded again that nothing comes easily when it has to do with Hiccup.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**December 26, 2014**


	53. What Is Wrong With Hiccup?

**I am back to Brave! Hope everyone had a wonderful start to their new year. I celebrated mine in Dublin…there were so many people! Of course, we made the mistake of going into the largest bar in the city on New Year's Eve. That is an experience I will not repeat!**

**Here we go…Review Replies:**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: A lot of people got the movie for Christmas. Popular gift. Haha. I usually go out and buy movies I like as soon as they release on DVD, but I told my parents I was waiting until after Christmas for HTTYD 2 because I felt bad that I kept taking all their gift ideas. I had a great Christmas. I hope yours was awesome too!**

_**Angryhenry**_**: Finally your waiting is over. Here's the next chapter.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: I know I'm going to sound like a horrible fan, but I haven't watched my new HTTYD DVDs yet. I got so many movies and I haven't had time to watch any of them. I've only seen DotDR one time, so I definitely need to rewatch that one again. I don't think I agree about Gobber. When he says that line, he's smiling and I doubt he'd do that if his best friend married the girl he liked. As much as I don't agree with making Gobber gay, the evidence is kinda stacked. Honestly, I'm kinda more Big Hero 6 than HTTYD at this point. I just don't know what BH6 stories I want to write yet. My phone now has BH6 wallpaper instead of HTTYD. I noticed that Hiro and Hiccup did look similar and that's what originally peaked my attention. I didn't notice Tadashi and Hiccup, though, but now that you mention it… The plot is a lot like HTTYD, I agree. Can't say I remember Iron Giant all that much, but I've heard that comparison before as well. As for updates, well…we'll see. Haha. Okay, this is a long reply. Cut to the chapter!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 53: What Is Wrong With Hiccup?<span>

Astrid continued to stay by Hiccup's bedside throughout the day, leaving each night to sleep so she could return again the next day. The days passed slowly and Hiccup was still just as silent as he'd been when Stoick had found him clutched in Toothless's paws on Dragon Island.

Outside, Berk changed. Vikings and dragons had officially made peace and lived together in the village. Vikings built stables and feeding stations for the dragons —very simple designs that Hiccup would surely upgrade…once he awakens. The dragons, in return, provided the Vikings with transportation and other services that they would never have thought possible during the warring times. Astrid couldn't wait to see Hiccup's reaction when he finally woke up and took his first glances at the new Berk. When would he finally wake up? It seemed that he had been sleeping forever and Astrid was not prided for her patience (because such a thing did not exist).

Occasionally, Stoick would stop by to check on his son. Sometimes her friends would drop by as well to see how Hiccup was doing. The answer was always the same. No change. Sometimes they would stay for a little longer. Other times, they would leave soon after hearing Astrid's updates (which were quite bland).

Several days ago, Gobber had stopped by to check that the prosthetic fitting had been successful. Seeing no signs of infection, he had told Stoick that Hiccup could be moved from Gothi's hut and back to his home where he could rest peacefully until he decided to wake up and return to Berk. Stoick had left with Gobber to move Hiccup's bed down to the ground floor of the house before returning to take Hiccup home. Astrid had walked with them as Stoick carefully carried his limp son back to the Haddock house on the hill.

At Hiccup's house, Stoick had gently laid Hiccup down upon his moved bed as Astrid grabbed a nearby blanket. Stoick and Gobber then stepped aside to let Astrid near to the bed to lay the wool blanket over Hiccup. _**Hopefully he'll be comfortable**_, she had thought.

Now, days later, Astrid was still there by Hiccup's bedside. Everything was calm and silent, just as always. However, it did not stay that way. Astrid was grasping Hiccup's hand when she felt his grip begin to tense. She had found this strange; usually Hiccup was so calm and still. Looking up, she saw that Hiccup, though still asleep, had started to writhe a little and beads of sweat were popping up across his forehead. Though Astrid had no idea what was happening, she knew that it wasn't good; she had to tell someone. That would mean she would have to briefly leave Hiccup's side, but she thought little of that. Right now, she just needed to find someone who knew amputations better than she; she left quickly to find Gobber.

Racing through the village, Astrid dodged Vikings and prayed thankfully that none of them stopped her on her way to the forge. She felt bad for leaving Hiccup alone in his house, but she simply reminded herself that she did it only to help him and she felt better. As expected, she found Gobber hard at work in his forge. He looked up as he heard his rush into the shop.

"Astrid, what's up? Has there been a change in Hiccup?"

"Yes, Gobber, but you need to come quick. I think something's wrong with him. He started to tense up and writhe in pain…and I think he's developed a fever."

Hearing Astrid's description, Gobber immediately dropped his tools. "You were right to get me, Astrid. Hiccup needs immediate attention."

"Why?" Astrid yelled out, as she ran to catch up with Gobber as he bolted out of the forge as fast as he could on his real and prosthetic legs. "What is wrong with Hiccup?"

"Something that any person with a fake limb risks," Gobber explained. "Hiccup's body is rejecting the new leg…and it's causing a very nasty sickness—fever, chills, pains. I was hoping this wouldn't happen to Hiccup…"

"Maybe that's all that it is!" Astrid interrupted Gobber with words of encouragement (more so for himself). "Maybe he's just sick. I mean…it's been pretty hard for him to eat while he's been asleep and…all."

"Well, let's hope…" Gobber answered, but Astrid could hear that he wasn't convinced.

Arriving back to Hiccup's house, Astrid could immediately see that Hiccup had not gotten any better. She stepped aside to allow Gobber the space he would need as he checked over Hiccup. As Gobber looked over the boy, Astrid watched the blacksmith's facial features for any sign on a diagnosis.

Finally, after several minutes, Gobber stepped back from Hiccup's bedside. "It's just as I feared. Astrid, stay here and continue to watch over Hiccup. I need to bring Gothi here."

Gobber left and Astrid waited (for that was all she could do at this point) for him to return with the Elder. Usually, she would be seated beside Hiccup's bed, but right now she was much too nervous to just sit around._** It's a good thing I thought to go alert Gobber.**_

Luckily for Astrid, she did not have to wait too long for Gobber and Gothi to return. They're back quick. Hiccup's condition must really need to be tended to immediately.

Astrid could tell that Gobber had briefly explained Hiccup's condition to Gothi on the way back to Hiccup's house because the Elder set right to work with placing medicinal ingredients into a bowl and mashing them up into a disgustingly-green paste. "So, while Gothi's working on this…stuff for Hiccup, can you explain to me what exactly is going on with Hiccup?" Astrid, her curiosity getting the best of her, asked Gobber.

"It's just as I feared when you explained it, Astrid. Hiccup's body is rejecting the new leg and the strain is creating a rather nasty fever. Gothi is creating an ointment that will, hopefully, reverse the infection that is ravishing around the area where Hiccup's fake leg meets his real skin.

"But...he will be okay, won't he?" Astrid wasn't sure she wanted to hear Gobber's answer, but she asked the question anyway.

"Only time will tell, but if Gothi administers this ointment early enough, then Hiccup should be just fine. I mean…this very same thing happened to me a long time ago…and I turned out alright."

Astrid turned back to watch as Gothi carefully applied the green paste around Hiccup's inflamed skin. The young Viking was so focused that she almost did not hear Gobber's next words.

"These moments right now are extremely crucial. If Hiccup can pull through this, then he will be just fine. If not…well…you know the rest, I'm sure…"

* * *

><p><strong>Well, like always, I had that final line visualized in a different way, but I just couldn't put it into words. It's late and I'm tired. Hope the chapter turned out okay. At least it's posted a whole night earlier than planned. You're welcome. <strong>

**P.S. I've recently become obsessed with Big Hero 6 and it's been so hard in this chapter to remind myself to write Hiccup instead of Hiro. Haha.**

**Coming Up Next: The crucial moments have passed. How has Hiccup fared? **

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: January 24, 2015  
><strong>**3 days remaining until my 24****th**** birthday!**


	54. Hiccup Awakens

**Okay…time for more Brave! We're quickly making our way through the second-to-last conflict of the story. (Yes, there will be one last conflict that will arise before this story meets its end). Here we go!**

**I just added a new "mini-arc" as well! Now there are 12 chapters (including this one) left in this story! Only 58 reviews away from reaching 400! Can we hit 400 reviews by the end of this story? (P.S. I am in no way begging for reviews. I am merely posing a challenge. Haha.)**

**Review Replies:**

_**warorpeace**_**: Thanks! I couldn't just breeze through these "between-the-movie scenes" moments. There has to be something that "goes wrong". This is Hiccup we're talking about. Thank you for the birthday wishes. It was a good day.**

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Thanks for the birthday wishes! I have some rudimentary BH6 ideas. Once I plan and flesh them out a little more, I'll think about posting them.**

_**Maksimillijan Istrulanica**_**: Thanks for the birthday wishes! Here's the next chapter.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I'll update now! Haha. I've never seen anyone say they are obsessed with one of my stories. I'm really glad that you like it. Hope you got your homework finished. Haha.**

_**Smiley 101 (anonymous)**_**: I will update. Haha. Thanks for the birthday wishes!**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Thank you for the birthday wishes! Well, to me, he looks like he's smiling. He probably isn't, but…yeah. I usually prefer to just leave Gobber single in my stories. In fact, usually, he's not even in them at all. I tend to focus mainly on the kids. Trust me, my obsession with BH6 will not affect my HTTYD stories. I said that on my profile several months ago. In my list of upcoming stories, there are still way more HTTYD stories than BH6, Frozen, InuYasha, etc. However, that's not to say that I won't continue to come up with more BH6 stories to work on too. Here's the next chapter of Brave.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 54: Hiccup Awakens<span>

"He's not getting any better! Why is his condition not improving?" Astrid was frustrated and the emotion could be heard in her voice. It had been two days since Hiccup had developed the fever and his condition was only getting worse. Astrid hated seeing her new friend suffering in this way, but there was nothing more that she could do. Gothi applied the ointment three times a day but it was doing little to draw out the infection that had taken residence in Hiccup's leg.

"I don't know, Astrid," Gobber answered, truthfully. He had been so sure that Gothi's treatment would clear Hiccup of the infection. Deciding that he did not want to answer any more of Astrid's impossible questions, Gobber left and Astrid was alone with Hiccup again. The boy's father had, reluctantly, left (with the promise to return and check in on Hiccup later in the day) earlier to handle some chiefly responsibilities.

All Astrid had wanted was for Hiccup to wake up, but now, as she watched Hiccup unconsciously cringing from the pain, she found herself hoping that Hiccup would not wake up—at least not until this had passed. How horrible it would be to wake up from…whatever this strange sleep was…and be in such excruciating pain.

As always, it seemed that just as Astrid wished this not to happen, it happened anyway. With a groan of pain, Hiccup opened his eyes slightly. _**Out of all the times, Hiccup! You have to wake up now?**_

"A-Astrid?" he whispered weakly, somehow catching a glimpse of her through half-lidded eyes.

"Hiccup!" she replied, bringing a glass of water over and helping the pained boy to drink. "You'll be okay. You'll get through this."

"No…Astrid, I'm…not…"

If Hiccup wasn't already in so much pain, Astrid could have punched him. "Don't you dare talk like that! Gothi will help you to get better. Don't you even think about giving up!"

"I don't know…if I'll be able to…say it later and…you'll probably hurt me for…saying it," Hiccup gasped out through the pain, "but…Astrid, I just want you to…know that…I love you. I always have. Ever since the day…I made you that…axe…your first battle weapon."

Astrid gently took Hiccup's hand and squeezed it tightly. She could feel tears form in her eyes as she looked down upon Hiccup. "Hiccup, I…I love you too," she choked out. Showing emotion did not come easily for Astrid; this was one of the hardest things she'd ever had to do. "I was stupid for not realizing sooner." A lump formed in Astrid's throat as she looked over Hiccup, his condition worsening by the minute. _**This can't be…Hiccup can't…not now… **_"I said this while you were… but…Hiccup, you are the bravest Viking I've ever met." Looking into Hiccup's eyes, she could see the normally-vibrant forest green growing dull. "Hiccup, please, you...can't…"

Hiccup weakly squeezed Astrid's hand. With a small smile, he replied, "Astrid, y-you'll be okay. You're strong, the strongest Viking I've…ever known. I'll see you again. I promise, Astrid."

Astrid leaned down and softly kissed Hiccup's dry lips. She felt him weakly return the kiss. A tear slipped from her eyes and dropped upon Hiccup's face, but he did not acknowledge that he'd even felt it hit his skin. Breaking the kiss, Astrid straightened and looked down at Hiccup.

"Hiccup…" Before she could say any more, Hiccup's eyes closed and he grew silent once again. "No.." Astrid laid her head down upon Hiccup's chest, listening for signs of life. She felt no warm breath against her hair and heard no heartbeat deep within his small chest. "Loki, this isn't funny!" she yelled, pulling herself upright once again. "Hiccup, you can stop joking now. Come on! Open up your eyes!"

The tears in Astrid's eyes fell freely now as she looked upon Hiccup. Finally, he appeared at peace. His face was pale and if not for the absence of the usual rising and falling of his chest, Astrid could have fooled herself into believing that he had just fallen back into that strange sleep.

Stoick returned at that moment. He only needed to look between Astrid's tearful face and the silent form of his son to understand what had happened. "I'll go find Gothi," he spoke before turning and heading right back out the door.

Though Astrid knew, the Elder or Healer had to officially state that someone was, in fact, dead. It was tradition and this was one tradition that Hiccup would not break.

It did not take long for Stoick to return with both Gothi and Gobber. Astrid stood with the men as Gothi checked Hiccup. When she was finished, the Elder turned back with a sad expression and shook her head.

Up until this point, Astrid had remained fairly calm, but something snapped inside of her at Gothi's gesture. "No! There must be something that you can do to bring him back!" Astrid's movements grew wild and almost violent. Gobber had to hold the Viking girl back to prevent her from doing something that she would regret later. "You don't understand! Hiccup can't be dead! There must be something we can do!"

Astrid struggled against Gobber's hold on both her arms, but the blacksmith was too strong. She wanted so badly to believe that Hiccup would wake up again soon. She refused to believe what everyone said, but even she knew that it no longer mattered. Hiccup was… gone.

* * *

><p><strong>This chapter is short, but that's because it's quite emotional. Strange how many death and grief related songs played in the background while I was writing this chapter. Sorry, guys! This event has been planned out since the story began. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup's death was hard for Astrid to witness. His funeral will be harder. **

**Thank you all for reading and for your continued support of Brave!**

**Posted: February 1, 2015**


	55. Viking Funeral

**Uh…hey guys! Thanks for not killing me…the way I…killed…Hiccup. Um…yeah, that happened… Well, it was in the plans since I started the story. Had to happen. Sorry!**

**Review Replies:**

_**GuardianDragon98**_**: Yes, Hiccup is most definitely dead. It was planned.**

_**RiseOfADragon**_**: Yes, they were perfect…and now it'll never be…at least, not in the universe of this story.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yeah…Hiccup won't be remembering anything. It's funeral time.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Just stick with me, okay? I promise that the end will be worth it!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: If only I could. Author powers only extend so far. Sadface.**

_**warorpeace**_**: Yes, I most definitely just went there. Had to throw in my dramatic flair!**

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Sorry about your feels. I would've warned you if I could, but then it wouldn't have had the same effect. Haha. Glad you're excited for the rest of the story!**

_**wolf (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, I guess it was, but it had to happen.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Why? I can't answer that…yet. I'll let the story speak for me. Also, Hiccup may be a strange Viking, but I can guarantee that he won't be "waking from the dead" in this chapter. Here's the next update.**

_**jlrdsr**_**: Well, it is almost complete, but this is (so far) my longest story to date. You're welcome! I'm glad that you enjoy reading it.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Good question! While I do try to find time to write on Friday nights, I rarely update any chapters on Fridays. Mainly Saturdays and Sundays only. **

_**Cloudjumper Kat**_**: Yeah, I've been too nice lately. *cue teh evil grin* Hope you had time to gather those things because here's the next chapter.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: *cue teh Baymax voice* Your abundance of O's shows that you are saddened. On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate your pain? **

_**Maksimillijan Istrulanica**_**: Did I say that? Oh well…guess I lied!**

**_Guest (anonymous)_: This chapter was already in the works when you reviewed. Here it is!**

**_StoryGirl1997_: Yes, I can guarantee that there will still be Hiccstrid. One-sided Hiccstrid, but that tends to be how I write it into many of my stories.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 55: Viking Funeral<span>

"Come on, Astrid. You have to let us take Hiccup. The ship is ready."

Astrid had not moved from Hiccup's side since his eyes had closed that one final time. Somehow, she was convinced that if she waited long enough, Hiccup would wake up once again and she could punch him until his skin turned black and blue for worrying her. Though she knew it wasn't true. It would never happen. "He can't be dead…" she whispered again for what could easily have been the thousandth time since Hiccup had passed. Denial had hit Astrid hard. Hiccup's death had definitely torn her apart; she was not the strong and confident young Viking that she had been just days ago.

_**Strange**_, she thought as she looked down upon Hiccup's now-peaceful face, _**the whole village spent all of Hiccup's life wishing he wasn't around and…now…**_

Standing up, Astrid, without looking up, walked to the door. "Go ahead. Take him. I'll be there later."

Astrid debated going back to her house, but she ultimately decided against it. Instead, she went right to the docks. Hiccup's ship sat, waiting. Once Hiccup was placed aboard, it would set sail on its one-way journey to Valhalla. A few stray tears fell from Astrid's eyes and she wiped them away quickly before anyone caught sight of her weakness. _**How could you, Hiccup? Why did you have to…? This wasn't the way it was supposed to be! You were supposed to wake up and see the new Berk and embrace your "hero-status"! Now none of that will ever come to be!**_ Astrid just wanted to scream, but she couldn't. No matter how hard she tried, no sound would come. Instead, she felt her chest clench from the strain of pent-up feelings and frustrations.

Taking a seat on the dock, Astrid looked out over the still water. It seemed that she had only been there minutes when she heard the sound of the approaching crowd. She knew what that meant; it was time. Astrid did not dare look as Stoick and Gobber loaded Hiccup's covered body aboard the ship. When the ship was ready to set sail, the two men pushed it away from the dock. Stepping back to stand behind the Chief, Astrid grabbed a bow and watched silently as the ship drifted further from the shore.

"May the Valkyries welcome you and lead you through Odin's great battlefield," Gobber began, a common eulogy used for those who lost their lives in battle. "May they sing your name with love and fury so that we might hear it rise from the depths of Valhalla and know that you've taken your rightful place at the table of kings. For a great warrior has fallen. An heir. A son. A friend."

The chief touched his arrow to the fire pit that had been built specifically for this purpose. Once the flint tip caught the flame, he stood upright once again, aimed, and pulled back on the string, releasing the arrow straight to its target.

Astrid lined up with the rest of her friends to fire their arrows next. When all the arrows hit their mark, it did not take long for the wooden ship to catch fire. The flames mixed with the gray cloudy skin to create a rather morose scene.

"Oh, son…" Stoick started. It was customary for those close to the departed to say a few words in their honor. "I'm so sorry…I should've believed you. I should've seen the signs. Maybe if I had, you would be…"

Stepping back, Stoick let another pick up to say a few words in remembrance of Hiccup's short life. Seeing no one else step forward to speak next, Astrid did. She had not known what to say, but, as she looked out at the disintegrating ship sailing further and further away, the words just seemed to come. "Hiccup…I wish that I would have gotten to know you sooner. I just…wish I would've had more time. It's not fair, you know? You changed Berk—for the better, I'm sure—and you won't even get the chance to see it. It hurts now. Hurts that you're not here, but everything will be okay in time. I'll see you again. You said it yourself. We'll see each other again in Valhalla…and I'll be looking forward to it."

Gradually, other Vikings stepped forward, offering their kind parting words to Hiccup. Finally, the conversation filtered out and the gathered Vikings began to disperse. It wasn't long until Astrid was again left alone at the docks, just as it had been before the Valhalla send-off. The only difference was the absence of Hiccup's ship.

Astrid wanted so badly to scream, let out all her frustration and grief, but no matter how hard she tried, the sound was stifled, dying deep in her throat before she could release it._** All that's left now is to count the days until I can finally join Hiccup in Valhalla.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Another short and emotional chapter, but…it's an earlier than expected update! I know that I said I don't update on weekdays, but I had some extra time. I'm sure no one's complaining. I am sorry that the ending of the chapter sucked, though. <strong>

**Ten chapters left in the story…and yes, there is still a story to tell…even without Hiccup. As I said, trust me and just stick with me to the end. I promise you won't regret it!**

**Coming Up Next: Astrid truly sticks to her promise and counts the days between Hiccup's death and her time to reunite with him again in Valhalla. However, she doesn't want Berk to forget the boy who ended the 300-year war between Vikings and dragons. Astrid creates a shrine to honor Hiccup's memory and sacrifice.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: February 11, 2015**


	56. A Memorial For Hiccup

**Okay, before I begin the review replies for this chapter, I'd just like to say a few words. First, this is just a fanfiction, guys! Why are you all getting so worked up over what I choose to write in my story? Would you rather the boring, generic, same-old-same-old? Obviously Dreamworks won't be using my ideas for their next movie or anything, so what does it really matter what happens in a fan-created story? **

**Lastly, no one is forcing any of you to read this story. If you don't like it, just stop reading. It's that simple. Don't send me hate messages over a plot twist in a story. For one, I'll just delete them, so it's a waste of your time anyway. For another, that's rather poor etiquette and I do tend to think lower of people who do this.**

**Please, don't take what I'm saying the wrong way, okay? I still do value each and every one of my readers and their opinions. I just think everyone's creating a stir over something that is really not worth it. That's all. Just stop the hate messages, okay? Do you really all have such little faith in me as a writer? I do have a plan for this story and everything I've done, every choice I've made, fits into that plan. If you want to see the plans I have, then just read. That's all you need to do.**

**Now, the choice is yours. Keep reading…or click the back button now. Whatever you choose, be civil about it. Thanks!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: To each his own opinion. If you really feel that way, you don't have to keep reading. I won't judge.**

_**Cloudjumper Kat**_**: Thank you! I'm glad you had your ice cream for the chapter. Might want to keep it close for awhile. Haha. The ending of the review made me laugh the first time I read it. **

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: I do plan to keep going…well…yeah, I still plan to. I've come this far and I expect to finish out the story.**

_**RiseOfADragon**_**: I can assure you of the promise of a YN twist. Just wait until the last chapter. It's…well, we'll see when we get there. No, I did see your pun. It was brilliant! Oh, I definitely have more to flesh out our final ten chapters!**

_**GuardianDragons98**_**: Still thinking about that. I'm still kinda thinking HTTYD 2 won't be part of the story, but I'm still deciding.**

_**DisneyDreamWorksFanatic1999**_**: All for good reason, I assure you.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Yes. Yes, it is.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Is one-sided Hiccstrid enough? Let me guess. Not even close. Right? Haha.**

_**sl (anonymous)**_**: If I explain this…situation any more, it'll give any valuable information. More will be explained throughout these final 10 chapters. **

**_katties4eva (anonymous)_: So many questions! Haha. There will be one-sided Hiccstrid. I know it's not much, but it's something. As for Toothless, he's in this chapter. Briefly, but he's there. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 56: A Memorial For Hiccup<span>

The sun sunk below the Berk horizon and the last light faded once again, Astrid picked up her axe which she kept nearby. By candlelight, Astrid sliced a small and shallow nick into the wooden pillar near her bed. Another day without Hiccup. She had started this count the day after Hiccup's ship set sail. _**This way, I'll never forget.**_

That was Astrid's reasoning for such a trivial act. However, as Astrid lay on her bed one night a few weeks after Hiccup's Viking funeral. _**I have this count to always remember Hiccup, but what about the rest of the Vikings here on Berk? They don't have a reminder of Hiccup.**_

With each day since Hiccup's funeral, Astrid had noticed daily life resuming the way it had been before Hiccup passed. It wouldn't be long before everything returned to normal and the other Vikings, without reminders, forgot about the boy who had finally ended the 300-year war between Vikings and dragons. I can't let that happen. _**There must be something. Maybe…a memorial of some sort. How could I make something like that, though**_? Staring up at the flickering shadow above her, Astrid thought more on this new idea and started to form a potential plan.

Astrid did not know if Gobber was still in the forge. She was certain that he practically lived there…maybe he did…but she did not know how much help he could be. Still, she had to try. Quietly, Astrid opened her bedroom window and tossed her axe out before carefully climbing out through the window herself. She left the window open so that she could climb back into her room later. This was not the first time she had done this and it surely wouldn't be the last.

Approaching the forge, Astrid saw the tell-tale flickering of a candle. Gobber was still inside the forge. She did not hear the pounding of metal upon metal, though. _**He must not be working tonight.**_ Quietly, she Astrid slipped into the forge to find Gobber seated and staring down at a small apron. _**Hiccup's apron**_, she recognized.

Quietly, Astrid knocked her knuckles against the wood opening to alert Gobber of her presence. The blacksmith jumped slightly before placing the apron down on one of his workbenches. "Well, you sure are here late, Astrid. What can I do for you?"

Astrid breathed in briefly before explaining to Gobber all that she had been thinking about. When she had said everything, Astrid waited to hear Gobber's response.

"I think it's a great idea, Astrid," Gobber replied, "but I work with metal not rocks. I don't know if I could create a nice memorial stone like what you are describing."

"I'll help you if you help me. Gobber, I think if we both work on this memorial for Hiccup, it will somehow turn out okay. Won't you at least give it a try?"

Gobber sighed, but eventually consented. "Okay, we can try."

Astrid smiled, relieved that the blacksmith would help. "Okay, so…maybe we can work on the memorial stone at nights since I'm sure you'll have other things to get done during the day." With it decided that Astrid would spend an hour or two each night at the forge until the memorial project was completed, she headed back home. When she arrived back to her house, she slipped back in through the open window and spent the rest of her night drawing up plans for Hiccup's memorial.
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As Astrid expected, the memorial project took several weeks. Neither Astrid or Gobber were exactly successful in fashioning stone into the memorial Astrid envisioned, but as time passed, both grew more invested into the project and found they could not just scrap the idea.

When the memorial project was completed, Astrid and Gobber stood looking at the polished stone as it lay on one of the workbenches. Astrid had handpicked the stone they had used. Into the stone, Astrid had carefully chiseled Hiccup's full name and a memorial message that she had written (and Gobber agreed would fit nicely to remember the boy). Once the words had been chiseled into the stone, Gobber had finished the project by adding melted metal into the crevices that shaped the letters. Letting the melted metal cool and harden, it allowed the letters to stand out and added to the visual effect of the memorial. Astrid was satisfied with the result.

She had unveiled the memorial to the Vikings of Berk and they all agreed that the memorial stone was befitting of the great hero that Hiccup had turned out to be. After Astrid had shown the memorial off to her fellow Vikings, she told them that she had already figured out a spot where the memorial would rest.

On one of Berk's many cliffs overlooking the surrounding waters, that was where Astrid had chosen to place the memorial stone. She knew that Hiccup had often sought refuge alone on the cliffs when he just needed to be alone and think. Also, ever since Hiccup's ship had set sail, Toothless had found a particular cliff where he could look out over the waters on which Hiccup's ship had once glided. It was on that cliff where Toothless had stayed since, watching over the waters as if he expected another ship to return, carrying his beloved rider back to Berk. Knowing these two things, what better place could there be to set a memorial for Hiccup?

Many Vikings followed Astrid to the cliff. Just passed the cedar trees was the cliff overlooking the surrounding the waters. The cedar cliff. This would be where the memorial would rest for as long as Odin allowed.

Toothless looked up weakly as Astrid approached with the memorial. Astrid could see the Night Fury's once-vibrant yellow-green eyes had turned dull. She feared that the Night Fury might just waste away grieving for his rider.

"Look, Toothless," Astrid spoke softly, holding the memorial out for the dragon to see, "we made a memorial for Hiccup. We're going to place it here so that everyone will always remember him…and so that future Berk Vikings can come to know of him and what he has done for Berk. Do you like it?"

Toothless sniffed the memorial and gave a weak warble in reply. Astrid wasn't quite sure what it meant, but she figured it signified approval, that her creation was satisfactory to remember Hiccup.

As her fellow Vikings (along with Toothless) looked on, Astrid kneeled down on the grass of the cliff. She had chosen a patch of grass in the very center of the cliff and that was where she began to dig out a hole, not too deep, just shallow enough to snugly lay the memorial stone. Using her axe to loosen the patch of dirt, Astrid soon abandoned it to dig out the rest of the hole with her hands. The dirt clumping under her fingernails didn't bother her; she'd had worst (and dirt was better than blood).

The hole took shape and when Astrid felt satisfied, she lowered the memorial stone into the shallow hole so that the top of the polished surface rested level with the ground. Once the stone was positioned in the way that Astrid had envisioned, she filled the edges with dirt to secure the stone in place.

Someday, grass would grow around the memorial again and the stone would truly be a part of the cliff. Astrid knew, what that day came, she would have to make sure to pull the grass around the stone so that it did not become covered.

Standing, Astrid looked down upon her work. The words on the memorial stone were positioned so visitors to the site would be looking out over the waters as they also gazed down upon the stone. The memorial's resting place was peaceful and serene. Wiping a few stray tears from her eyes, Astrid turned her back on the memorial and began to walk away. _**There. Now everyone will always remember you, Hiccup. They will always be able to remember you, Berk's bravest Viking.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Horrible ending alert. Yeah, I don't think that really worked, but it will have to do. Just be happy that I posted the chapter a whole day ahead of plans. You're welcome!<strong>

**Coming up next: It has become evident that, without proper training, the dragons of Berk might just overrun the peaceful community already established by the Vikings. Someone will have to train the dragons. If not Hiccup, then, perhaps…Astrid.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: February 21, 2015**


	57. Astrid Hofferson-Head Dragon Trainer

**Okay, I've got nothing to say this time around. Skipping right to review replies. Less than twenty more reviews until we hit 400. Holy crap! I've never had a story reach 400 reviews before this one was published. Thanks everyone!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Toothless is best**_**: I think it's a good possibility.**

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: Good idea. I'll have to think about it.**

_**MattAShine**_**: Yes, it would be hilarious indeed.**

_**kitty4eva (anonymous)**_**: I never thought of it that way before, but when you put it that way, I could see a reasoning to call it two-sided Hiccstrid.**

_**shadowanime1**_**: Thanks.**

_**Maksimillijan Istrulanica**_**: Oh no! Haha. Good to keep the faith, though. **

_**RiseofADragon**_**: Thanks. I didn't originally intend to "mash-up" the two movies, but it seems to work pretty well. I usually do tend to forget about the summaries that I write, so I may take a look at it if I have time sometime. Also, in regards to my AN at the start of the last chapter, I wasn't referencing your review. It's understandable to be shocked, but there's a line between shocked and downright rude and some reviewers/readers crossed it. That's all. Thank you! I hope you continue to enjoy this ending.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: It's not much of a spoiler, but I have no intentions to take romance any further in this story. Here's the next chapter.**

_**kitty4eva (anonymous)**_**: I have a plan. Haha.**

_**kitty4life (anonymous)**_**: I'm glad.**

_**Sarnakh the Sunderer**_**: Wow! That's impressive. I could never read that many chapters in one day. For one thing, I'd probably lose interest before I finished. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Well, this story was started to be retelling of the movie from Astrid's POV, but I wanted it to be different than the rest of them (because there are so many). So, that bulk of chapters is the reason this story even exists.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 57: Astrid Hofferson-Head Dragon Trainer<span>

Astrid tried to make time in her day to visit the cedar cliff where Hiccup's memorial rested. She wanted to make sure that grass did not grow over the memorial. She had worked too hard on the polished stone to let it just be covered over, wiping the last remnants of Hiccup's memory away so simply. The location of the memorial—she knew it by heart and, even with layers of heavy snow often piled atop it, Astrid could find it and wipe the snow away from the stone to reveal Hiccup's name.

That was where the Chief found Astrid, but he had expected as much. As for Astrid, she could hear her chief's approach well before he actually arrived to the memorial site.

"Chief! It's nice to see you here," she greeted Stoick, but she was certain that the Chief had taken notice of her faked happiness. Astrid was never truly happy anymore, depression seemed to have a strong grip upon her emotions.

The chief came to stand by Astrid and she felt even smaller within his presence. No wonder Hiccup had always seemed to shy away from his father. She was kneeling down by the memorial, though. Perhaps if she had been standing, the chief's form would not have felt as intimidating.

"Your memorial for Hiccup is very nice. Thank you," the chief began.

"You're welcome, Chief. Oh, and Gobber helped."

"I'll be sure to pass along my thanks to him as well," the chief replied with a small smile.

A silence fell upon them and Astrid sensed that the chief had more to say to her. However, she had a hard time sparking the conversation. What could she say really? Why did you really come here? That just sounded wrong. Hiccup was his son. Why wouldn't the chief come to his son's memorial site?

"What do you think of the changes around Berk?" Stoick asked Astrid.

The question was so sudden that Astrid jerked her neck slightly in surprise. Was that a trick question? What answer should she give? "Hiccup would've loved them," she answered, simply. "I like the changes too. They remind me of him." Her answer probably wasn't a good one, but at least it was the truth.

"That he would. These changes are what I actually came up here to talk about with you, Astrid."

Astrid looked over at the chief, wondering what he had to say to her. She did not answer, but silently encouraged him to continue.

"Well, it's just…we're Vikings and we…don't adapt well to change," Stoick started, testing his words.

"So, I've noticed…" Astrid answered slowly, a little confused as to where the chief was going with this.

"Anyway, what I mean is…we are still adjusting to the dragons living among us, but…they're out of control. Many want them gone from the village again."

Astrid nodded. She could definitely affirm that she had seen this as she walked through the town. With each passing day, the feelings of resentment towards the dragons grew. There was no longer a desire to kill them, but that didn't stop the Vikings of Berk from wanting them gone from the town. "You're not suggesting that…Chief, Hiccup wouldn't want…"

"I know, Astrid. That is why I want to turn the old arena into an academy—a dragon training academy. There, you and your friends can train Vikings, young and old, on all that you know about the dragons. Perhaps if we know more about them and their habits, we can learn to live peacefully side-by-side."

It was a lot for Astrid to take in. The former killing arena was to be turned into an…academy. Not to mention that the chief wanted her and her friends to lead this new academy. Could they really handle such a daunting task? Hiccup had been the one who knew the most about the dragons. He should be the one leading such an academy, but…

"I know it's a lot to think about and I don't need your answer right away, but I just wanted to offer you the chance to be the head trainer of this new planned academy. I'm certain that Hiccup would've wanted this for you."

With nothing further to say, Chief Stoick left and Astrid was alone with her thoughts. Glancing down at Hiccup's memorial, Astrid replayed in her mind all she had just heard. "What should I do, Hiccup? I know that my knowledge of dragons and training is nothing compared to all that you had figured out, but…if I don't become the head dragon trainer then…who would, really? I just don't know what answer to give your dad."

A soft wind, unusually warm for Berk, ruffled Astrid hair and comforted her. It felt as though Hiccup was there, reassuring her that she should accept the position of head trainer. Smiling, Astrid looked skyward, almost as if she expected to find Hiccup there above her. "Okay, Hiccup. I'll do it. Thank you," she whispered to the retreating wind.

Standing up, Astrid prepared to head back to the village. Before leaving, she turned back to the memorial. "I should be able to return again tomorrow, Hiccup. Goodbye until then."

As Astrid walked back into the village, she really started to take notice of the common disasters caused between the headstrong Vikings and equally stubborn dragons. _**The Chief's right. We really do need someone that can help restore the peace around here. I will do it. For Hiccup.**_

It took a short while for Astrid to find the chief. The young Viking could see that he had several disputes to settle…and many were dragon-related. _**This is worse than I'd originally thought**_, Astrid observed. Quietly, she stepped up to the chief and waited until he was not busy so that she could give him her answer.

When Stoick had finished and, hopefully, resolved the dispute, he took notice of Astrid's approach. "You've thought about my offer, I'm guessing, Astrid?"

"That's correct, Chief…and I accept the offer. I will lead the new Berk Dragon Academy."

* * *

><p><strong>I know…not much to this chapter. The struggles were mostly internal. However, I did have this gloriously snowy day off to write the chapter, so you all can be happy that it was posted early. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Astrid leads the new academy and carries on in honor of Hiccup's sacrifice. However, she can't forget about him and each day grows harder. Can she really continue to survive like this? Without Hiccup?**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave.**

**Posted: March 5, 2015**


	58. The Shards of Our Past

**9 more reviews until we hit 400! This might be the chapter where that "milestone reviewer" is named! That is all. Enjoy the chapter.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Angryhenry**_**: It will be fun indeed! Well, maybe not for Astrid…we'll see.**

_**kitty4eva (anonymous)**_**: Yeah…I'm so often behind schedule that posting ahead of schedule truly is an accomplishment. Good question. One I've thought about before for other stories. It couldn't have been too long (years) because he is not physically changed. Yet, it was long enough for Berk to be completely different from when he'd last seen it. I'd say probably between 1-2 months. Hey, you never know what could/could not happen in my stories. I love to add random twist that seem to make no sense at the time but make perfect sense later. **

_**Hiccupwillliveon (anonymous)**_**: Is it sad that I only now saw what the words in your posted name meant? Probably. Anyway, yeah, that's kinda the idea, but it's all for the cause. Everything has a reason and, though I can't yet reveal the reason for this plot twist, it will all make sense by the end.**

_**Dragonfan47**_**: Wow! That's a pretty elaborate scenario. I wish I could say that, though. Be right back. Gonna go look for a loophole. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Okay, let's do that. Although, I don't think we'll need such an oath. This is Astrid, after all.**

_**Maksimillijan**__**Istrulanica**_**: Very true.**

_**Guest**__**(anonymous)**_**: There may be some aspects of HTTYD 2. This story will only touch slightly on it within these next 8 chapters.**

_**Noctus**__**Fury**__**(anonymous)**_**: I guarantee nothing. Mainly because this story's already changed so much from the plans I originally came up with. I'd say one thing and type another. Guess we'll just have to find out. I can assure you that all your questions shall be answered in time.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 58: The Shards of Our Past<span>

"Okay, so Hiccup already showed you all how to bond with your dragons. Now, the Chief has come to me and asked that this Dragon Training Academy be instated so the Vikings and dragons of Berk can come together and understand each other to, therefore, make Berk a much more peaceful setting for both 'worlds'. Are you all with me so far?"

It was the first day of existence for the Berk Dragon Training Academy and Astrid, as its new leader, was addressing the small group of people that stood facing her. They said nothing in reply and Astrid internally facepalmed._** I guess that means they're listening to my words and understand what I'm saying, so I'll just continue. **_

Though Astrid really did not want to be here leading an Academy, a job that Hiccup would've been much better suited for, she had agreed to this position and she would not go back on the promise that she had made. Her daily visit to the cedar cliff would just have to wait.

"Anyway, I believe that the first step to acquainting Berk's Vikings with dragons is for all five of us to work together in that common task. Though Chief Stoick has recommended me as 'Head Trainer', there's no way that I, alone, can accomplish what the chief has asked." Looking into the eyes of each of her friends, Astrid continued, "That is way, I name you all trainers of the Berk Dragon Training Academy."

Astrid smiled slightly as she saw the looks of joy and excitement on her friends' faces. For some…okay, many…this was the first time that they had been given an important job or task within the village (because, face it, being part of the fire brigade was not as cool as it had looked. Although, it was undeniably hot).

"Before we begin training our fellow Vikings, though, we must first learn as much as possible about our dragon friends," Astrid told them, hoping she put enough emphasis into her voice to show that this was not just a title in some game. This training was important if they were going to be effective at teaching the older Vikings about dragons. "If you all understand what I just said, then let's get started."
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"No…no, that's not it at all! Snotlout, this is the reason why you and Hookfang have not bonded in the same way as Fishlegs and Meatlug for instance! You're being too forceful. There should be mutual trust between you and your dragon!"

"Hookfang and I trust each other! Besides, what do you know, Astrid? Hiccup was the one who knew all those things about dragons…and look where he is now!"

Astrid was taken aback. She knew that Snotlout was just frustrated and didn't mean what he had just said, but it still hurt. Sure Hiccup knew more about dragons than she ever would, but…it still hurt.

The teens had been at the arena for several hours and this was the progress that had been made…absolutely nothing. Astrid wanted to tell herself that this was a bad idea, but to just quit after the first day was not like her. Not to mention that she would feel as though she was letting Hiccup down. He had wanted Vikings and dragons to live together, side-by-side, and if running this academy was the way to assure this, then she had to do it, in memory of Hiccup.

"You know what…we've been here for a while. Let's just end here today and we'll try again tomorrow," Astrid decided and the others did not disagree as they raced away from the former killing arena. The silence was almost deafening, but Astrid welcomed it.

Locking the main gate of the academy, Astrid made her way to the cedar cliff as she had promised to do the moment she finished for the day at the academy. The cedar cliff was tranquil as always. On her way to the memorial, Astrid mumbled a quick greeting to Toothless who didn't seem to even acknowledge her words.

Astrid kneeled down in front of the memorial, just as she did each day, and unconsciously picked away the grass that surrounded the polished stone. "So…today I started leading instructions at the new Berk Dragon Training Academy, just like you wanted me to do. Right now, it's just me, the twins, Fishlegs, and Snotlout, but once they're trained, we'll lead lessons for the older Vikings of Berk. Hiccup, you wouldn't even recognize it here anymore. Everything's so different. In a good way, of course."

As always, there was no answer, nothing but the soft wind coming in off the waters the cedar cliff overlooked.

"I still don't accept that you're gone and never coming back, you know that, right? I think that's what keeps me coming back here every day. I just want to believe that you'll walk up from behind me and we can both stare out at these waters together. I know that you won't, though. All that I have left of you are the memories of the past we shared."

Astrid looked out over the still waters and she could feel her eyes tear up at the weight of the soft words she was speaking to Hiccup's memorial stone. "Somewhere in all this time I've known you, I've…come to love you. I never thought that could ever be possible, but…you know, sometimes I wonder if you can even hear what I'm saying down here. I'm probably just talking to myself," she gave a small and sad laugh at the mere thought.

"Hiccup, I would give anything to journey to Valhalla and see you again. If only it was possible."

The breeze off the water caught Astrid's attention with its salty scent. "Maybe…it is possible." Rising from her place, Astrid walked slowly toward the cliff's edge. At the edge, looking down, she saw that this was not one of Berk's overly high cliffs, but it still rose enough that one slip would merit an instant, one-way ticket to Valhalla. Sure, it wasn't the most honorable way to leave Midgard, but beggars couldn't be choosers.

Bowing her head in acceptance, Astrid made to step over the edge, but she was stopped suddenly (and luckily did not lose her balance just from the shock alone).

"Astrid, wait!"

* * *

><p><strong>I was just going to wait and post this next weekend, but I was close to finishing the chapter that I decided to stay up just a little later than I wanted to and finish it and post it tonight. You're welcome.<strong>

**Cliffhanger! Who is it that is calling to Astrid? Along with the regularly scheduled plotline, we'll find out in the next chapter!**

**Coming up next: Convinced that stepping from the cliff is not the answer that Hiccup would've wanted from Astrid, she continues with life. However, another's life slips slowly away instead. **

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: March 16, 2015**


	59. A Life For A Life

**Some great guesses about who stopped Astrid. Time to find out the identity of this mystery person! Before that, though, I would like to congratulate Brave's 400****th**** reviewer. Congratulations…Silver Blue Eyed Wolf! Your review(from chapter 57, actually) is the 400****th**** to be posted to this story! I'll be adding your name to the section on my profile after this chapter has gone public!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Litwick723**_**: I have the story ending all planned out already. I'm confident that it will be well-received.**

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: Well, that shall be answered later in this chapter.**

_**Sebine**_**: I already said it several chapters back, but I'm just going to reiterate. My story. My way. Don't like. Don't read. I'm not forcing anyone to read my story. **

_**Silver Blue Eyed Wolf**_**: Congratulations on posting the 400****th**** review! Anyway, you can hope. That's about all one has, right? Hope. Thank you! Here's the next chapter.**

_**Maksimillijan Istrulajicaiev**_**: Yes, indeed! Who is this mystery person? Let's find out!**

_**warorpeace**_**: Thank you. Resolving the cliffhanger is the first order of business for this chapter.**

_**kitty4eva (anonymous)**_**: Happy belated birthday. Hmm…I dunno. Let's find out who stops Astrid. As for the title of the last chapter, it's a line from the inspiration song for this final arc. (Now you can go look up what song I'm talking about. Haha.) In response to your second review, I'm posting now.**

_**Angryhenry**_**: Yep. That sums it up pretty well.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Most feel that way, so it's understandable. Essential for the story, though, I assure you. Here's the next chapter!**

_**RiseOfADragon**_**: I know the feeling. I'm behind on reading many of the updated stories on my favorites list and my time for reading new stories is zilch. For not having much to say, you sure gave me a substantial comment. (I love those, by the way! Substantial comments, I mean.) I love that paragraph you mentioned. It just turned out so well! Death. Death. More Death. Very important to create a great story! See what I mean! You love my stories because of the angst and death! Haha. **

_**One Sapphire Rose**_**: Seriously. Also, remember, if I die, the ending of this story never comes to be! Haha.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: You did? Darn! I need to step up my game! Let's see if I can answer any of your questions. The mystery person will be revealed right away. The life that is slipping away will be revealed later. Astrid WILL NOT marry. I think I covered everything.**

**_Cloudjumper Kat_: You'll find out right in the beginning of this chapter as to who has called out to Astrid.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_: That's quite difficult…even for me. I'll see what I can do.**

_**ToukaKaneki . Ulle**_: **My response to this review is the same as the one for the previous review. That's a bit of a tough request, but I'll see what I can do. Sorry for the extra spaces in your name. The site keeps removing it if I don't add them there. **

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 59: A Life For A Life<span>

"Hiccup, I would give anything to journey to Valhalla and see you again. If only it was possible."

The breeze off the water caught Astrid's attention with its salty scent. "Maybe…it is possible." Rising from her place, Astrid walked slowly toward the cliff's edge. At the edge, looking down, she saw that this was not one of Berk's overly high cliffs, but it still rose enough that one slip would merit an instant, one-way ticket to Valhalla. Sure, it wasn't the most honorable way to leave Midgard, but beggars couldn't be choosers.

Bowing her head in acceptance, Astrid made to step over the edge, but she was stopped suddenly (and luckily did not lose her balance just from the shock alone).

"Astrid, wait!"

Steading herself, Astrid whipped around to address the person who had just called out to her. "What are you doing here? No, never mind, don't answer that. Why did you call out to me like that? Didn't you think I might be shocked and lose my balance and fall? I wasn't actually going to step off the edge, Ruffnut! I thought you knew me better than that!" She was rambling and most of what she was saying wasn't actually true, but Astrid could feel herself putting her walls of defense up again, just as she had done since she was a little girl.

"Well, it sure looked to me that you were and I know you, Astrid. I've known you since we were kids. You're stronger than this. The Astrid that I know would not give up so easily."

"The Astrid that you know is gone. She's never coming back," Astrid retorted, rounding back upon her only female friend.

"No, she's not," Ruffnut replied. "I know that the strong Astrid is still there. You just have to trust yourself and believe in the knowledge that you will see Hiccup again in Valhalla when the time is right. Hiccup would not want you to shorten your own life for him and you know that, Astrid."

"Why does it matter what Hiccup would've wanted?" Astrid yelled back, "Hiccup is gone! He's gone and he's never coming back!"

Ruffnut did not reply and the silence gave Astrid a chance to calm down, letting the depth of her words and insults sink in before she dropped to her knees, as if the weight of her words was too much to bear. She had never meant to speak so rudely to the girl who was now the closest thing she had to a best friend. "I'm sorry, Ruffnut," Astrid apologized. There was so much more that she wanted to say, to explain her words and actions, but Astrid found she could not speak the words.

Astrid heard Ruffnut kneel beside her and place a hand upon her shoulder. "It's okay, Astrid. Just know that you aren't alone in this, okay? We all miss Hiccup."

Astrid could have laughed if she weren't feeling so badly. _**I guess when Ruffnut can actually be smart when she's away from her twin.**_ It just surprised her a bit though because both twins always seemed to act so dumb when they were out and around Berk.

"Hey," Ruffnut spoke up, breaking Astrid from her reverie. "Have you taken notice of Hiccup's dragon lately? He's not looking too well…I mean, not that I really know how dragons are supposed to look, since we're still getting used to welcoming them in Berk and all, but he doesn't look really good."

Regretfully, Astrid had been too absorbed with her own grief to take notice of Toothless. Though the Night Fury was always lying near to the cedar cliff when Astrid would stop by the memorial site, she never spared more than a quick greeting before stepping past the dragon.

Wordlessly, Astrid rose and walked from the memorial site to the location where Toothless was normally located. As expected the dragon was there and Astrid really took the time to look over him. He looked to be a shell of the dragon he once was; Astrid could barely recognize the dragon she had met that night when Hiccup took her on the ride of her life. How had she not noticed Toothless slowly wasting away? How could she have been so consumed with her own grief and despair? "Toothless, you need to eat. Let me get you some…what was it that Hiccup used to feed you? Was it…fish? That'll have to work. I'll get some fish and break them back. You have to eat, okay?"

Of course Toothless did not reply, but Astrid didn't expect him too. Hiccup's death had hit him just as it had her. Sneaking down to the docks, Astrid managed to take several fish from the not-so-watchful Vikings who were tending to the supplies. Bringing the fish back, Astrid set them down by Toothless who did not acknowledge the food she had set before him. "Come on, Toothless. I'm fairly certain that Hiccup used to feed you fish. You have to eat." Astrid continued to urge the dragon but he refused to budge. After several hours, Astrid had to leave to return home as the sun was slipping below the horizon and the world around her was darkening. Leaving the cedar cliff, Astrid took one final look back at the dragon, almost blending into the growing darkness, and hoped when she returned tomorrow that the fish would not be there.
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Astrid returned to the cedar cliff later the following day. Though she had hoped that Toothless had eaten the fish overnight, she could not say that she was surprised to see the fish lying in the exact location in which she, herself, had set them the night before.

This went on with Astrid attempting to leave food for Toothless but returning the following days to see the food remained untouched and, seemingly, unacknowledged. Meanwhile, Toothless continued to waste away and Astrid feared he would soon join Hiccup in Valhalla.
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The fateful day arrived on a bleak afternoon. Astrid had slowly walked to the cedar cliff and came upon Toothless. As always the food she had left for the dragon remained in the place where she had set it the night before. However, as she approached the Night Fury, Astrid noticed the breaths he took in were much shallower than usual.

Racing over to his side, Astrid looked into Toothless's dull eyes and her fears heightened. Sure, his eyes had been slowly losing their life, but, this time, she could see the ending within them. "No. No. No. No." She scooted closer to Toothless. "You can't, Toothless! I can't lose you too!"

As it seemed, no amount of begging would spare Toothless's life. The dragon drew its final breath as he closed his eyes and dropped his head down upon the grass.

Astrid's tears flowed freely now. Somehow, in such a short span of time, she had lost her two newest friends. Life could be so unfair. Though her life had been spared on that day when she had all-but-resolved to step from the cliff, Toothless life had been doomed and now he was gone. A life for a life.

* * *

><p><strong>If the ending is rushed and sucks, I apologize. Wrote it at 2AM and it's been a long time since I could stay up this late. Now that my job has finished, though, I'll be able to stay up later…and write more often. Yay!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Toothless is laid to rest and more honors fall upon Astrid. **

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: April 2, 2015**


	60. In Memory of Toothless

**Here's the next chapter of Brave! Not as sad as the previous one, but if you're looking for a "happy" chapter, you might want to go read another story. Anyway…**

**Review Replies:**

_**Cloudjumper Kat**_**: No worries. Cloudjumper won't be making an appearance in this story.**

_**Litwick723**_**: Actually, that's about the lowest point that Astrid's life will hit, thankfully.**

_**The Plasma Blast**_**: Unfortunately, Toothless did die. In this chapter, he will be laid to rest.**

_**RiseOfADragon**_**: I'm surprised that I haven't done that more often…especially since I mainly review from my iPhone. Is it sadistic of me to say that I'm glad to hear of so many readers connecting so emotionally with the story? I dunno…I just feel, then, as if I'm satisfying the necessary amount of details to bring my readers into the story. This response made no sense… Yeah, I like long reviews because then my replies to them have more substance than just "Thanks! Here's the next update!" Haha. **

_**sheppard741**_**: The story's not quite over yet. There's five chapters left after this one. **

_**WarriosOfTwoSouls**_**: That's actually an interesting idea! I don't know if it would quite fit with this story, but the gears are turning. Perhaps as a stand-alone story of sorts.**

_**GeneralCanada**_**: Deathfic? Nah. Haha.**

_**Maksimillijan**__**Istrulajicaiev**_**: Alright. Alright. If you say so…haha.**

_**Angryhenry**_**: No Odin summoning in this story…although, that would be interesting.**

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: Yeah, I know. He mourned too much for his rider.**

_**crazyfoxqueen**_**: Yeah, I know, but I like plot twists…and that was, like, the motherload of all plot twists that I could throw into the story.**

_**warorpeace**_**: Yep, as I mentioned in an earlier reply, six chapters remaining. **

_**kitty4eva**__**(anonymous)**_**: It was. Yeah, I'll fix that. There's a few other typos to fix in the last chapter as well, which I will do. 65 chapters total for this story.**

_**Isabel**__**Sparkle**_**: That's actually a pretty good poem. Better than most I can write, but I actually pretty much suck at writing poetry. **

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Many hoped that, but that would be too…what's the word I want…happy? I don't know if that's quite it, but it'll work. There will be minor one-sided romance coming up, but not enough to really call it a "ship". Here's the next chapter.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 60: In Memory of Toothless<span>

Astrid did not know how long she spent beside Toothless's body, crying for the dragon. She had only just started to get to know him, to learn about him, and now he was gone. Toothless had, potentially, been the last Night Fury in existence and now he was gone. In such a short span of time, Berk had lost both its most unique Viking and most rare dragon. It just wasn't fair. Though Astrid hated to cry, she had done more of it within this span of time between the battle with the Red Death and now than throughout the rest of her short lifetime thus far. Frustrated, she pounded her fists into the ground, ignoring the pain that the frosted dirt sent through her clenched hands. It just wasn't fair! She felt so powerless and she hated it.

"Astrid?"

Ruffnut. Probably coming to check up on her. The other female Viking knew that Astrid had been spending her time split between the cedar cliff with Hiccup's memorial and here with Toothless. Astrid did not reply to the questioning call. Ruffnut would find her soon enough; the female twin could be annoying, but persistent. As much as Astrid wanted to just want away, be alone and away from her fellow Vikings, she knew that they would find her eventually, so she just waited for Ruffnut to walk up to her.

Astrid kept silent as she heard Ruffnut stop in front of Toothless and look down upon the sight. "Is he…?"

"Yes," Astrid answered, he voice choking slightly, "He's gone." Astrid was slightly surprised when Ruffnut chose not to reply and, instead, opted to bow her head in silent remembrance of the Night Fury. Thinking back, Astrid could not remember Ruffnut ever being this serious. Those times when she acted stupid along with her twin brother, could that all be an act?

"What are you…going to do about him?" Ruffnut asked tentatively, testing her words.

"We can't just leave him," Astrid mused, "but we can't give him a Viking send-off because, well, he's not a Viking…" Trailing off, Astrid continued to think of the best way to honor Toothless's life. Finally, an idea came to her. "We could bury him. Here. On the cedar cliff with Hiccup's memorial."

"Are you sure that's safe? I mean…it'd have to be a deep hole to fit all of him. Will that work out here on a cliff? Ruffnut asked without stating any positive or negative thoughts regarding Astrid's suggestion.

Now Astrid was certain that Ruffnut's usual actions were just an act. Perhaps she pretended to be stupid to make Tuffnut feel better because he actually was less smart than most (if not all) of the other Vikings their age. Pushing the thoughts from her mind to focus on Toothless, Astrid thought about what Ruffnut had just mentioned. Would it be safe to bury Toothless beside Hiccup's memorial? The hole would have to be deep and that could make the cliff unstable. Astrid did not want the cedar cliff to crumble because then Hiccup's memorial stone, the one she and Gobber had worked so hard on, would be gone. Just like that. "Maybe we could bury Toothless somewhere around here. This was where he spent most of his time since Hiccup's send-off anyway. He could be like a…guardian to Hiccup's memorial."

Ruffnut agreed. "Yeah, sounds good. So…should we, like, tell the Chief or something? I mean…you'll need a lot of our big and strong Vikings to make this work."

Nodding, Astrid picked herself off from the ground. "Yeah, we'll go tell him now. I'm sure he can get some men together for this because he knows that Hiccup would want it…if he was still…" She couldn't bring herself to finish that sentence.

Astrid led the way back to the village. Today, she walked faster than usual. Usually, she had no reason to pick up the pace. As always, when she arrived back in the village, Astrid did not have to look hard to find the Chief. Stoick had been chief since before Astrid came into the world, but he had always been good at his job, keeping Berk at peace from raiders (well…human raiders) and mediating disputes within the village. Chief Stoick was a highly visible presence within the village. He made it his mission to be as available as possible for every Viking who lived on the island of Berk and the village of Berk (they were so creative when it came to naming places…).

Getting the Chief's attention, Astrid waited for Hiccup's father to walk over to her and Ruffnut. Stoick listened intently as Astrid explained what had happened and her plans on how to move forward with a memorial for Toothless, including the burial that would take place soon and the creation of a special memorial stone for Berk's last Night Fury.

When Astrid had finished, the Chief agreed to help Astrid with her plans. "Yes, that sounds reasonable. I'll go find some men to help bury the dragon. We'll do it today before it gets dark."

Once the Chief had walked away, Astrid and Ruffnut headed back out to the cedar cliff to wait for the burial ceremony to begin. Ever since Ruffnut had stopped Astrid from stepping off the side of the cedar cliff, the female twin had stuck pretty close to Astrid, much to the latter's disapproval.

It did not take long for the Chief and his men to arrive. Astrid showed them the spot which she felt would be the best place to bury Toothless and the men set to work, digging through the tough cold ground. All Astrid could do was watch and wait; though she was strong, the ground was very hard to break, even for the larger Viking men.

Digging the hole at the burial site took several hours but Astrid refused to leave. She wanted to be here and she would stay for however long it took.

When the hole was deemed deep enough, the men all tossed their shovels away so they could use all their strength to, collectively, lower Toothless's body down into the hole. As so often had been happening lately, Astrid's tough Viking shieldmaiden-in-training demeanor collapsed as she watched the men working together on this next task.

"Are you okay?" Ruffnut whispered the question to Astrid.

Wiping the tears from her eyes, Astrid nodded. "I'm fine. Just got some dirt in my eyes. That's all." Even despite all that had happed recently, Astrid's pride was too important; she could not admit that she had actually been crying. Ruffnut probably saw right through the lie (female intuition and all), but that wouldn't stop Astrid from trying.

Astrid turned her attention back to the burial. By this time, the adult Vikings had just about finished lowering Toothless into the hole and were ready to pick up their shovels once again. She knew that she should watch out of respect for her friend and his dragon, but Astrid just couldn't take anymore. Picking herself up from the ground, Astrid bid Ruffnut farewell. _**Maybe I'll go see if Gobber is in. I'm sure he wouldn't mind helping me create one more memorial stone.**_

Again, Astrid walked quickly away from the burial scene because she had a mission (find Gobber and plan out another memorial stone) and also because she could not bear to watch the burial. It was hard enough to watch Hiccup's fiery ship sail off into the distance. Now, she'd had to witness the first Berk dragon burial within such a short gap of time.

Luckily, Astrid found Gobber in his shop. She entered and explained her plains for the new memorial stone. "It shouldn't be too hard," she figured, "it'll be very similar to Hiccup's memorial stone, but the carved words would reflect and memorialize Toothless's life instead of Hiccup's life."

"I suppose that can be done," Gobber answered. "Shouldn't take as long since we already made Hiccup's memorial. Do you know what words you want to carve into the dragon's stone?"

Astrid had thought a little over this during the burial ceremony. "Yes, I believe that I do know what words we should carve into the stone. So, all that I need to do is find another stone and then we can get started."

Finding the perfect stone would be difficult but rewarding and Astrid was about to leave the forge and begin this task. However, she was stopped as the chief and his men returned from the burial site near the cedar cliff. The chief was calling everyone to meet in the town square for an important announcement. Though she really did not want to walk over to the town square, Astrid followed Gobber, who had quickly closed down his shop, and the rest of the crowd of Vikings that formed a mob in the town square.

Once most of Berk was packed into the town square, Chief Stoick hushed the crowd and began his announcement. He began by telling the rest of Berk about what had happened out on the cedar cliff. Astrid almost turned away; she did not want to hear about this again. She was about to walk away—back to Goober's shop or home, anywhere away from the town square—when she heard the chief transition away from recalling the events to making the announcement.

"To honor the life of the dragon, my…son's dragon, Berk's rare Night Fury, we will have a feast tonight in the Great Hall! I hope you all can join in tonight."

As much as Astrid wished that she could just skip out of attending the special dinner tonight (it wasn't like she was hungry anyway), she felt that not attending would be disrespect to both Toothless and Hiccup. Already, she just wanted the dinner to be over. Then she could devote more time to designing the memorial stone for Toothless. _**That,**_ Astrid felt, _**will honor him more than some dumb feast.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Longer chapter this time! It was getting longer than I usually like, so the rest of the chapter will be in the next update…along with the planned events for the next chapter. What are those planned events, you say? Well, I'll tell you!<strong>

**Coming up next: Astrid is bestowed with an honor she does not particularly want, but she will accept as a courtesy to Hiccup's memory. Meanwhile, a mysterious outsider is spotted on the outskirts of Berk. What are his intentions?**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: April 21, 2015**


	61. No Time For Celebrations

**Can you believe how close we are to the end of "Brave"? Me either! I know I've said it before, but I just can't believe how far this story has come in the year in a half since I've starting writing it! Stick with me 'til the end and I can promise that you will not regret such a decision. Anyway, continuing on with the story…**

**Review Replies:**

_**Angryhenry**_**: Yes, he is gone. Well, the dragon has already been trained…and now it's gone too. Haha. (Please tell me that did not sound not a sadistic laugh. I'm not that evil…I think).**

_**Cloudjumper Kat**_**: Yes, who could it be? Let's find out!**

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: It is a bit dark, isn't it? This isn't even the darkest story I have planned. My story "Your Own Personal Savior" is dark, but also not my darkest planned story. My darkest story is still in the planning stages!**

_**RiseOfADragon**_**: I can venture a guess. It's because I post new chapters right before I go to bed and you're excited to read in hopes that I change my mind and make the stories all happy and romantic again. Am I right? Anyway, I hope you slept well.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: It has progressed…and the mood has darkened a bit.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: You know…that was something I had planned to address in this chapter. Any quick guesses on who will be heir?**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Your predictions…are brilliant! Just saying… Thank you for the comment about my writing of the characters. Surprisingly enough, I have not watched either movie or the show in…months, maybe, so it's all from memory. Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 61: No Time For Celebrations<span>

Astrid really did not want to be here tonight. _**How is this stupid feast supposed to honor Hiccup and Toothless? It's probably just another excuse for the adult Vikings to break into their mead stash. I mean, seriously, that's the only reason for ever holding feasts or weddings. Couldn't they have just had a fancy dinner without calling it a 'memorial'? **_Glancing at her own untouched cup of mead, Astrid picked it up and swirled the dark liquid around. It was considered normal, at her age, that she would drink mead along with the adults, but she just was not interested. Her food on the plate still sitting in front of her had also barely been touched. She had eaten just enough to survive. If it wasn't for the chief's supposed "big announcement" that he would make at the feast tonight, Astrid would've left the Great Hall already.

Around her, the rest of the Berk Vikings were eating and drinking and talking and laughing. Everything was boisterous and cheerful so much so that it, as Astrid had expected, did not even feel like a memorial. There was not even an ounce of sadness in the Great Hall that night. It seemed as though Astrid was the only melancholy person in the large room. Worse yet, no one seemed to even notice her dampened mood among their cheerful ones.

With a deep laugh, Stoick stood, his large stature demanding the attention of everyone in the room. It was almost comical how every Viking in the Great Hall grew instantly silent, but Astrid was in no mood to laugh. "I thank you all for being here tonight," the Chief began. "You may have heard that I have an important announcement to make."

Astrid was ready to tune out the Chief's speech, but his next words sparked her attention once again.

"As you are aware, my son, my only true heir, is no longer among us. Therefore, I will now appoint a surrogate heir to succeed me when the time comes."

_**It's going to be Snotlout. It just makes sense. He's the Chief's nephew. Keeps it in the bloodline. **_Astrid tuned out the Chief's next words explaining the reasons why he'd chosen the Viking that he had. She had lost interest when Stoick said that "Hiccup would've wanted this". _**How can we ever know what Hiccup would've wanted? He's gone.**_

"I have decided that my surrogate heir will be…Astrid Hofferson, if she should accept such a responsibility."

All eyes turned to Astrid and it was only then that she realized what had been said. _**Me? As heir? That's crazy!**_

Stoick waited for Astrid's answer. Finally, he tried again, "Well, Astrid, do you accept this role that I have proposed for you?"

"Uh…I…" she stuttered, not ready for such an honor. However, when she thought back to what Stoick had said before the announcement, she knew that he was right. Hiccup had never wanted to be heir, but if he were here, he'd have embraced the position as was expected of him. Astrid knew that Hiccup would've wanted her, Astrid Hofferson, to lead if he could not. "I accept the title, Chief Stoick," Astrid answered finally.

The Vikings in the Great Hall cheered and clapped at the proclamation of their new heir. All were confident that Astrid would uphold the honor and loyalty among other traits that they had come to expect from a Berkian chief.

Their cheers did not last long, though, as one of the Vikings assigned to guard duty entered hastily. He ran right up to the chief, an action that, again, immediately hushed all the Vikings gathered in the Great Hall. It was so silent that, even though the guard spoke quietly with the chief, many other Vikings heard the conversation as well.

"We spotted some shifting shadows off the coast facing towards the direction of Outcast Island," the guard quietly explained to his chief. "What actions should we take, Chief?"

Whispers flared up among the rest of the Vikings. What could the guard have seen? Ships? Were they outcasts? Astrid remembered the Outcasts from their attack, the one where they had tried to kidnap Hiccup. They were dirty and disgusting men; she wouldn't put it past them to try to attack Berk now when the broken tribe was still trying to heal from all that had recently happened.

"It's dark now," the Chief mused quietly as he formulated a plan to relay to his guards. "I will increase guards on that side of the island. At first light, I will send scouts to investigate the area."

Satisfied the guard left and the Great Hall was thrown into frenzy, the whispers becoming full shouts of chaos. With a loud booming shout, Chief Stoick quieted all Vikings and assured them that the situation would be handled and that there was no need to panic. Suddenly, no one felt like celebrating anymore and the hall cleared out.

Astrid could not see her friends. _**They must've left already. Well, then they'll just have to accept this decision that I'm about to make for us.**_ Walking up to the Chief, Astrid proposed her thoughts. "Chief, you mentioned that you would send out scouts at first light. I say that you send me and the other riders of the Academy. With our dragons, we can make it to the area before even our fastest ships."

The Chief took a moment to think over Astrid's idea. Finally he consented. "Okay, but if there is trouble, you get yourself and your riders out of there immediately. Got it?"

"Absoulutely."

On her way home, Astrid stopped at each of the riders' homes and told them of the decision between her and Chief Stoick. As expected, the other riders were not entirely thrilled, but they refused to let Astrid go out there by herself. They all agreed to meet her tomorrow just before first light.
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The sky was growing less dark as the group of five riders met up in the town square. Astrid was to lead the expedition so she gave the group the list of reminders. "Remember what I said last night. The chief wants us to investigate the area, but retreat if necessary. I will make the calls on this mission. Got it?"

With the confidence in her friends' nods, Astrid and the others boarded their waiting dragons and took to the skies.

"Fly high. Above the clouds. We'll drop a little lower once we see who we're up against," Astrid instructed, leading the others in the direction where the shadow had been spotted last night. "When we get to the location, I'll look for a place to set down and hide and observe."

The group did as Astrid instructed and it wasn't long before they found their target, a ship bearing foreign flags—ones they had never seen before. _**Who are these people?**_ Astrid wondered, but she didn't have time to worry about that now; she had to find a place for them to hide and observe.

Luckily for the riders, the ship had docked near to the shore and a high cliff overlooked the scene. "There," she pointed out the spot to her other riders. "Land on that cliff and then we'll use our spyglasses to look down and find out what's going on with that ship."

Upon landing, all five riders lay down on the cliff to look out over the ship. They each pulled out their own spyglass and took in the scene that was unfolding below them. Through her own spyglass, Astrid saw several burly men surrounding a dragon that was hopelessly entangled in a net. The men were laughing and clasping each other's hands in obvious celebration. It sickened Astrid. "They're…capturing dragons," she voiced, her disgust evident in the tone of her words.

"What type of people would do such a thing?" Fishlegs replied, his voice wavering.

Snotlout, lowering his spyglass, spoke next. "Uh…duh! Bad people."

Astrid rolled her eyes at Snotlout's simply remarkable answer and continued to scan over the ship with her spyglass.

From beside her, Astrid heard Ruffnut mutter, "Tall, dark, and handsome."

Raising an eyebrow, Astrid turned her spyglass in the direction which Ruffnut was looking. In view came the leader, a bulky dark-haired young man who couldn't have been much older than the riders. As Astrid was assessing this new information, she almost missed Ruffnut grabbing her brother and determining to "fly down and get a better look".

"Ruffnut, no!" Astrid yelled in a whisper, but it was too late. Turning to her other riders, Astrid ordered, "Mount up. We have to follow them."

The riders and their dragons grouped up once again in the skies before landing on the deck of the ship and startling the men aboard.

Before the foreign men could speak, Astrid demanded to the leader, "Who are you and what are you doing to these dragons?"

"Oh, look at this men," the leader spoke to his crew as he gestured to the newly-arrived riders.

Astrid could practically see Ruffnut swoon beside her and the tough shieldmaiden rolled her eyes, both at her fellow rider and at the leader.

"I'd heard rumors that Berk knew how to ride dragons, but I never imagined that they were true. Oh, but where are my manners? I am Eret. Son of Eret. And I am a dragon trapper."

* * *

><p><strong>This chapter, my faithful readers, sets up the final bout of action for this story! You gave me some wonderful guesses in your reviews, but it was Eret all along. Where will the story go from here, I wonder? Cue teh preview!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Dragon trapping? There is such a thing? Can Astrid convince Eret, son of Eret that such a path, such a career, is not a virtuous and worthwhile pursuit?**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: May 2, 2015**


	62. Declaration of War

**Originally, this chapter was going to close off the Eret arc, but there's more to tell and action to see. The next chapter will end the Eret arc. We'll also see some "new" characters over these next two chapters!**

**Next, a heads-up, there is a very important announcement on my profile, but I'll say it here now too. I made a Twitter account just specifically for Fanfiction! (As in—though it may look like a personal account—I will ONLY post information related to my account here on this site). There I will (try to—I've never used Twitter before) post more accurate updates on writing progress, previews, and other extra content that you won't find here on this site. Check my profile (on here) for my current Twitter contact information!**

**Review Replies**

_**Litwick 723**_**: If you think it's good now, just wait until the ending! Haha.**

**Cloudjumper Kat: Haha. We don't know that. Well, I mean…I know the answer to that question, but everyone else will learn that answer in this chapter!**

_**GuardianDragon98**_**: I think this will definitely be interesting. Time to see what happens. **

_**Sofia2000 (anonymous)**_**: It's okay to ask questions and I won't say much, but…we haven't seen the last of Hiccup.**

_**crazyfoxqueen**_**: I like Eret and I needed something to fill in some time. Hope you have your ice cream ready!**

_**Angryhenry**_**: Yeah, I guess "slight deviation" is a bit of an understatement. My bad. Haha.**

_**Flopi216**_**: Thanks! Here's the next update.**

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: As much as I would like to go through the whole second movie, I think I'm just going to touch on a few scenes. It'll make this story's ending better, I think.**

_**Toothless is best**_**: Yes! Eret!**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Yes! I am writing from memory. I only just recently watched the movie again. As for the thought of something between Astrid and Eret, I will say…it's a definite possibility.**

_**Midsully**_**: I don't think Astrid could fall for Eret (maybe, but not so quick after Hiccup's death). Now, Eret, on the other hand, that's a whole different story.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 62: Declaration of War<span>

The riders and their dragons grouped up once again in the skies before landing on the deck of the ship and startling the men aboard.

Before the foreign men could speak, Astrid demanded to the leader, "Who are you and what are you doing to these dragons?"

"Oh, look at this, men," the leader spoke to his crew as he gestured to the newly-arrived riders.

Astrid could practically see Ruffnut swoon beside her and the tough shieldmaiden rolled her eyes, both at her fellow rider and at the leader.

"I'd heard rumors that Berk knew how to ride dragons, but I never imagined that they were true. Oh, but where are my manners? I am Eret. Son of Eret. And I am a dragon trapper."

Astrid and her friends were taken aback. _**A dragon trapper?**_ They had never heard of such people as dragon trappers. Although, that could've been because, until just recently, they'd never cared about the well-being of Berk's dragons.

"Eret, son of Eret? What a great name!" Ruffnut swooned.

Astrid rolled her eyes. _**Now is not the time, Ruff!**_ "So, you trap dragons? Then what? What do you do with them after you trap them?" she asked Eret. Not that she wanted to hear about the potentially cruel things that Eret and his men did with their captured dragons; Astrid just wanted to gather information to understand what exactly it was that she was dealing with here.

"That's of little concern to you, but since you asked. My services are requested and once I have the required quota, I deliver the dragons in exchange for pay. It's not much and the job is risky, but it's enough to make a living."

That answer was pretty much what Astrid had expected. Of course dragon trappers would work for pay. Why else would someone risk their lives in that way? Eret did look like an adventure seeker, daredevil, but he also appeared smart, as if he picked and chose the "battles" that he knew he could win.

"Speaking of that quota, we were starting to wonder how we could fill it. It's been a pretty slow period for dragon trapping. You five touched down on the wrong ship." Signaling to his men, Eret gave the command. "Rush them, lads. I want all five of them to take back to Drago!"

Astrid could tell that he did not believe the riders had heard that last command, but she had. _**Who or what is Drago?**_

As Eret had instructed, burly dragon trappers rushed the group of dragon riders. Astrid and her friends put up their best fight, but it ultimately was not enough_**. If only we were more skilled—if we'd had more time learning the abilities of our dragons—we could've easily taken these men,**_ Astrid knew.

Eret's men were strong and despite the teenagers' struggling against their holds, the men had little trouble tightly securing their hands with thick rope. Imprisoned, the Berk riders could merely watch as the same was done to their stunned dragons.

"Perfect. Put them below deck. The dragons are secured. We'll keep them up top with us. Once that's done, we set our course back to the base," Eret ordered.

Astrid and her friends continued to struggle against the bindings and strong hands of the men, but Eret's men effortlessly pushed them to a hold under the deck and locked them there, leaving the teens in complete darkness. Above they could hear the scurrying of boots on the wooden deck. They could also hear Eret shouting orders.

"He's so perfect…" Ruffnut spoke up and Astrid did not have to ask to know who she was speaking about.

"You do realize that he captured us and locked us up, right?" her twin answered, clearly trying to start yet another brawl with his sister.

"So? He's still perfect."

"Ruff! Tuff! Now's not the time," Astrid mediated. "Instead of fighting, we need to all think of a way to get out of here and save our dragons!"

Everyone grew silent, in thought. Sitting with her back against one of the walls, Astrid played out various scenarios in her head. None of them seemed to work. There was always a flaw in each that led to the plan's downfall. How were they going to get out of this?

The boat began to sway. It had pulled off the shore of Berk and they were headed to this Drago. Whatever Drago was, that would probably be the deciding factor for escaping and returning back to Berk with their dragons. Only then, Astrid realized; the best plan would be to improvise, act on impulse. That was the only way they would make it out of this.

"Drago's base is not far from here! It shouldn't take us too long to arrive there this time!" Eret's shout from above deck echoed down to the listening ears of the imprisoned Berk teens.

All they could do was wait, tossed helplessly by the waters on which they sailed. Astrid cursed Ruffnut's impulsive behavior, but what was done was done. Now they just had to find a way out of this mess.

Sometime later, a lurch jolted the imprisoned teenagers and the swaying halted. They must have reached their port.

"Drago!" they heard Eret exclaim in greeting. "I have arrived with the shipment you requested…and a little more at no extra cost!"

Astrid tried to listen for any clue as to what was happening above. Before she could hear any more, though, the hold door opened and several of Eret's men rushed in, dragging each of the teenagers to their feet and pushing them back up onto the ship's deck. The sun was lowering in the sky, but its light was still bright on the eyes of Astrid and her friends. Eret's men continued to push them off the ship to where Eret was Astrid could open her eyes again, she saw a huge scar-faced man staring back at them, his black dreadlocks greasy and unclean.

"In addition to the dragons, I also brought you their riders!" Eret explained to Drago. To Astrid, he sounded almost as persuasive as Trader Johann, a sea-sailing merchant who stopped by Berk every so often to bring exotic goods to dazzle and appeal to the Berk Vikings. "As I said, no extra cost!"

The big man stepped forward, coming face-to-face with Eret and Astrid swore she saw the dragon trapper flinch and shy back slightly in fear. "Dragon riders?" His gaze shifted to stare intently at each teenage Viking, one at a time. Directing his attention back to Eret, the man demanded, "Where are these dragon riders from? Tell me!"

"B-Berk, sir," Eret answered, "But it's only these ones. I did not see any others."

"You're wrong!" Astrid shouted, stepping forward. "It isn't just us. Everyone on our island rides dragons! They know we're missing and they have tracking dragons! Not only that, but our leader, Hiccup, son of Stoick the Vast and heir to the throne of Berk, will find us. He's only the greatest Dragon Master this world has ever seen!" Sure she was making her words up as she went along, but, from what Astrid had seen and heard, this man sought to master and control dragons. Perhaps if she could just intimidate him…

"Dragon Master? I, Drago Bludvist, alone control the dragons!"

_**So this is Drago?**_ From behind her, Astrid could hear confused whispers from her friends. They weren't sure of the plan and were wondering why Astrid was making it sound as though Hiccup was still alive. _**Drago doesn't know that Hiccup is dead. It needs to stay that way for this plan to work.**_ "If you don't let us go right now, Hiccup will blast through here on his Night Fury and blow your entire fleet of ships to splinters."

"But, Hiccup is…" Tuffnut began but was cut off by a sharp glare from Astrid.

"But Hiccup is a lot less forgiving than us, so you had better listen to me right now," Astrid finished, making it sound as though Tuffnut's words had not just been a slip-up.

Drago descended upon Eret next. "First there was one rider! Now all of Berk…and you led them to me!" He tossed Eret aside and ordered to his men, "Stop all preparations! We have enough of a dragon army to attack Berk and we shall at once. We set sail immediately. As for them," he gestured to the bound teenagers, "throw them off the back on our way!"

"Drago!" Eret had caught his breath, but it was too late.

"Get rid of him too along with the others. Set our course for Berk. The war has begun."

* * *

><p><strong>NOTE: The riders are still the same age as in the first movie…meaning that Eret is also younger as well.<strong>

**Yeah, this chapter was getting long, so I decided to split it up. Besides, it would not do the war justice to place it in this chapter. Also, yes, this chapter weighed heavily upon the scene from the second movie. I don't own any of the direct lines that were taken from the movie. P.S. I watched this scene from this movie and found out that Eret is absolutely hilarious. There's one part where he's literally cowering away from Drago. Also, he tries these subtle ways to get Astrid to not reveal all her spoken words to Drago. Like, Eret shakes his head "no" at one point and at another, he makes this slashing motion across his throat. Crazy how I'm still finding these things out even almost a year since the movie hit U.S. theaters. I just love those little subtle background details! **

**Coming Up Next: Drago takes the war to Berk. The Vikings seem to be outmatched…until a mysterious ally comes to their aid!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: May 25, 2015  
><strong>**Happy Memorial Day!**


	63. The War For Berk

**Three chapters left! (Including this one). I already have my next story planned. It will be called Nightwalker and…well, more on that when the time gets closer.**

**Sorry for such a delay in getting this posted. I've been sick with an infection and did not feel like being on the laptop (which is saying something!). I'm feeling better now, though…thanks to medications.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Cloudjumper Kat**_**: I think it's a possibility.**

_**GuardianDragon98**_**: Well, many were asking me to incorporate the second movie…so I did.**

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: I think one of those may be the answer… Thanks, I'll take that as a compliment.**

_**Sofia2000 (anonymous)**_**: Of course! I love answering questions. Here's the next chapter.**

_**crazyfoxqueen**_**: My bad…yes, it's war time!**

_**Flopi216**_**: Thanks! I'm glad you liked it.**

_**SilverGoldCrystal3**_**: Thanks! I'm glad you liked it. Here's the next chapter.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 63: The War For Berk<span>

With help from their new ally, Eret, the Berk dragon riders were able to break free from the hold of Drago's men. Astrid made a mental note on Eret's strategic, on-the-fly planning and determined he would be useful in the battle that was about to befall Berk.

As she started to thank Eret for the help, though, the boy stopped her. "Don't thank me yet. We have to find your dragons."

The group split up to search the ship. _**We have to find them and get back to Berk as quickly as possible. We have to warn them!**_

When all their dragons were freed, the riders and Eret met back up once again. The riders mounted, but Eret remained on the deck as he had no dragon to ride. "I…want to help you defend Berk…if you'll allow me. After what Drago did…I don't serve him anymore…and I'd rather defeat him so that no one else can be hurt in this ridiculous mission of his."

Astrid knew that she should proceed cautiously with Eret, but something inside confirmed his sincerity so she offered him a hand and helped him to climb aboard her Nadder. "Okay, everyone, we need to fly as quickly as we can to Berk, but…be safe, okay?" she ordered, making sure to make eye contact with each of her friends. "Now is not the time for foolishness! Drago will arrive to Berk soon and the better prepared we are, the better chance we have of standing up to him!"

The dragons and their riders took to the skies and raced back to Berk as quickly as possible. Astrid took the lead and the others fell into formation behind her. With the confident leadership and developing flight skills of Astrid and her Nadder, the group made it back to Berk in record time.

Touching down on the ground, Astrid did not wait before jumping down and approaching the nearest Viking. "Where is the Chief?" she asked, her voice hurried.

"I-I think he's over near the Great Hall," the Viking answered.

Astrid, with a nodded signal to her friends and Eret, took off toward the Great Hall without even thanking the other Viking for his answer. They only had to run a short distance before Astrid caught sight of the Chief; his large form was pretty hard to miss. "Chief!"

Stoick looked up at the sound of Astrid's voice. "Astrid! What brings you and your friends here in such a hurry?"

"It's Berk! We're at war!"

"War? I think I'd know if we were at war," Stoick answered without asking Astrid for explanation.

"If I may speak, Sir," Eret answered, stepping forward, "Astrid is telling the truth. You see, I used to trap dragons for Drago Bludvist." No one missed the narrowing of Stoick's eyes at the mention of the evil man's name, but Eret continued. "He has been building a dragon army and has declared war on Berk. He's heading this way at this very moment."

Though Stoick did not know Eret, the chief could not deny the seriousness with which the outsider had spoken. "Gods, help us…" He addressed the villagers next. "Stop what you are doing and return to your homes. I want only the most skilled fighting Vikings to join me. Gather as many dragons as you can."

The teens made to follow, but Stoick quickly shot down the idea. "No, you all need to return to your homes. You do not have enough training for a war of this caliber."

Astrid knew the other teens weren't going to protest, but she was too headstrong to just leave it at this. "We are the best riders that you have. If anyone should be up there on dragons during the war, it's us!"

For a moment, it looked as if Stoick wanted to disagree, but he was so preoccupied with war preparations that he finally consented and the young dragon riders joined the Chief and other fighters in the Great Hall for debriefing.

They had not been granted much time before one of the sentries appeared to announce the arrival of the enemy.

"Okay, let's go everyone! May the Gods be with you!" Stoick ordered, leading his men into battle.
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Stoick and his men of Berk may have had the dragons on their side, but they were seriously outnumbered by the sheer size of trained soldiers in Drago's army. Things were looking grim and Berk's Chief began to fear that he would have to soon raise the white flag.

"Stoick, we're outnumbered and we're losing too many men. It might be best to just surrender," Spitelout, the Chief's second-in-command advised.

As much as Stoick hated the idea, he was just about to call out in surrender when a shadow fell over the battlefield. It was so sudden that men on both sides stopped fighting briefly to look upon it.

Astrid looked up from her place on Stormfly and noticed that the shadow belonged to another dragon, an unfamiliar type, one she had never seen. _**What type of dragon is that?**_ Even more strange was that this dragon carried a rider, a masked rider. _**Who is that?**_

The dragon and its mysterious masked rider landed near to Stoick and Astrid joined them.

"A bit outnumbered, are you, Stoick?" the masked rider spoke and Astrid was taken aback. The rider's voice sounded feminine despite the imposing outward appearance.

"It's been awhile…Valka," Stoick answered.

_**Valka? Stoick's wife? Hiccup's mother?**_ Astrid had heard the name mentioned before in hushed whispers. Apparently, this woman was abducted by the dragons when Hiccup was just a baby.

The stranger removed the mask to expose her face and Astrid could see some reflections of Hiccup. He had certainly taken after his mother, that was for sure. "If I may…I know a dragon that could possibly help to take down Drago and drive him away from Berk. Cloudjumper," she pointed to the strange dragon, "and I can fly back and ask the dragon to help us. This dragon is a peaceful sort, but when provoked he will fight to ensure that good will triumph."

Stoick nodded. "Hurry. As it stands, we'll need a miracle now to defeat Drago."

Valka lowered her mask. "Don't worry. I will return with your miracle." Boarding her dragon, Valka instructed to it. "Cloudjumper, as fast as you can fly. You know where to go."

The pair took to the skies and quickly became just a small dot against the smoke from the fires of the war. "Now, what do we do, Chief?" Astrid asked.

"We wait and try to hold off Drago and his forces until Valka gets back."
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Valka returned faster than Astrid had expected. Astrid heard the approaching wings of Valka's dragon, but saw no other dragon with them. _**Oh no…maybe she could not convince the other dragon to help us!**_

Valka again landed beside Stoick and the Chief grew impatient. "Where is this 'miracle' you promised?"

Pointing out to the waters surrounding Berk, Valka answered, "Watch."

From the waters rose a mammoth white dragon. "What is that?" Astrid asked, amazed at the sheer size of this dragon.

"This is the great Bewilderbeast, the King of all dragons and the alpha species. He protects and nourishes all dragons."

All of Berk's dragons seemed to rally behind this dragon, further indicating that it was indeed their alpha. Astrid dismounted from her Nadder and allowed Stormfly to follow the other dragons.

Even from the distance, Astrid and Hiccup's parents could hear Drago's laugh. "This is how you think you will defeat me?! You underestimate me, Berk!"

With a yell, all attention turned to Drago. "What is he doing?"

From another section of the waters surrounding Berk rose another white dragon, eerily similar to Valka's Bewilderbeast. "Oh Gods…" Astrid muttered.

Astrid's vision didn't fail her. Drago had indeed brought another Bewilderbeast. "I will challenge your alpha! Then, when I win, all the dragons will be mine…and so will Berk!"

Astrid guessed that Valka knew much more about dragons so the younger Viking asked, "What happens now?"

"Drago's Bewilderbeast will challenge the alpha to a death battle. Only one will come out victorious and that dragon will be the alpha."

"But…your…I mean, the good Bewilderbest, you said he was peaceful. Do you really think that he would…kill Drago's Bewilderbeast?" Astrid continued, genuinely curious.

"The King, our alpha, knows that lives, both dragon and human, are at stake. Therefore, he will do what must be done…even if that means killing another from his own species," Valka answered, almost as if she could read the thoughts of the alpha dragon. "He won't like it, but if it save lives, he will do it."
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The war was no longer between Drago and the Berkians. All focus had shifted to the battling of the two ice dragons. Astrid held her breath as she watched the scene play out before her eyes. She had never seen two massive dragons fight each other and she didn't particularly enjoy the battle. However, she knew that she couldn't stop it; the two Bewilderbeasts had to fight to the death.

This had lasted quite a while, but finally the King delivered the fatal blow and Drago's Bewilderbeast fell to breathe its final breath. Finally, Astrid could breathe again and she cheered right along with the rest of the Berkians. They all knew what this meant. The war, at least was over, and Berk had come out victorious.

* * *

><p><strong>And…I still can't write battle sequences. Sorry! I kinda backed myself into that corner, so I hope it turn out too badly…or rushed. <strong>

**Side note: Some may be asking "Why didn't Drago win? In the movie…?" Well, I will explain. Remember that this takes five years prior to the second movie, so Drago has not had that time to learn and exert control over his Bewilderbeast. Valka, however, has had all this time (since her abduction) to get to know and learn about the Alpha. That is why Drago lost (lack of experience).**

**Coming Up Next: Berk moves on after the battle and the Vikings enter into a long and prosperous period of peace.**

**Thank you all for reading Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: July 5, 2015**


	64. The Peaceful and Prosperous Years

**Two more chapters left! This one and the next one! I'm super pumped for this ending. I mean, it's sad because this story has been a part of my life for a year and a half now, but…I've had the ending planned out for a while now and I think you all will enjoy it. More on that in the next chapter.**

**P.S. Two chapters left—can we get nineteen more reviews to make it to 500? I'm thinking we can, but we'll see!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Hatsuharu88**_**: Thanks, I'm glad you liked it! I still need to really work on writing better battle sequences. Haha. Yeah, it was nice to write about the Alpha winning. Here's the next chapter.**

_**dilloncoll**_**: I probably sound like a jerk for saying that I'm glad, but hear me out. Haha. I say that because it means that the scene was emotional and that's what I was going for. It is sad, though, I agree.**

_**pegasis23**_**: Thanks! Good questions. We may get some answers in this chapter. **

_**Flopi216**_**: Sorry for a bit of a delay with the update, but here it is now.**

_**Silvine**__**Fae**__**Graycin**_**: You read 63 chapters in 2-3 days!? That's awesome! It took me two weeks to read a fifty chapter Rise of the Guardians story and sequel series, so that's seriously impressive. Here's the next chapter.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: I'm just going to go ahead and answer both reviews here. First, no worries. No Eretstrid. I do like the idea of him and Astrid as a couple (depending on the circumstances), but not for this story. Also, yeah, I know. The scene was shortened a bit simply because I suck at writing battle sequences. Nope, Valka doesn't know yet about her son. This chapter will show the aftermath, so more answers to come.**

_**Pegueng**_**: No deadline. Just a writer who sucks at penning battle sequences. Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 64: The Peaceful and Prosperous Years<span>

Following the war against Drago, Berk entered into what would become a long and prosperous period of peace. The first concern was to rebuild Berk as none of the Vikings wanted to be homeless during the winter. In the beginning, Valka assisted with the rebuilding process. However, once she learned of her son's fate, she departed Berk under the cover of nightfall. She left behind a note stating that she was returning back to the home of the Alpha to "get over" her son's death. Astrid thought the reaction was a little outrageous, considering that Valka had not even had contact with Hiccup since he was a baby, but she didn't argue because it really wasn't her place to do so; the matter was between Stoick and Valka.

The rebuilding took months, but nearly as long as it would've taken if the Berk Vikings had not come to trust the dragon population. During the rebuilding, many Vikings continued to bond with dragons and, before long, every Viking on Berk had a dragon of their own. Astrid and her friends worked together to design special structures just for the dragons. The creations weren't nearly as elaborate as something that Hiccup could've come up with, but the dragons were satisfied and that's all that truly mattered. _**Hiccup would truly be proud of how Berk has come since…**_Astrid thought, letting her mind trail off at his memory.

Eret, the former dragon trapper, changed his ways upon seeing Berk interact with their dragons. With no other home to which he could return, he opted to stay and live in Berk, much to the pleasure of Stoick who had watched the young man battle for the side of Berk during the war.

After the Battle for Berk, the village remained at peace, a strange concept for the Vikings to understand; they had been at war with the dragons for 300 years and now, finally, everything was resolved. Chief Stoick continued to lead the villagers until he approached his 60th year of life. By that time, Astrid was approaching her 30th year and, though she did not necessarily feel confident, she confirmed that she would still succeed Stoick as Chief. "I'll do it because that's what Hiccup would've wanted…since he can't be here to be the successor," she had told Stoick.

Having former Chief Stoick as a mentor proved very useful for Astrid and he showed her everything that she needed to know. After a year or two as Chief, Astrid felt confident that she could carry on in the position long after Stoick was gone. Other villages were skeptical at first when they'd heard that Berk had been crazy enough to elect a female Viking as surrogate heir. However, upon meeting Astrid, the other chiefs soon learned that she was more than just a female Viking. Astrid Hofferson was a fierce shieldmaiden and she quickly earned the respect of the other chiefs.

Time proved, once again, to be the supreme healer of all wounds—even the deep semi-permanent sting of death—but Astrid still never forgot Hiccup. It just grew easier to make it through the day when she kept busy running the village. Immersing herself in her work helped Astrid during the day, but the nights always seemed longer when her thoughts drifted back to her memories of Hiccup. Time did little to help that and the years were just a cruel reminder of a life cut short.
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Chief Astrid Hofferson led the village for many years but as she grew older, another dilemma presented itself. Like her predecessor, Astrid had no kin to whom she could name as heir; she would have to choose one of the younger Vikings to hold the title.

This was the puzzle she was working on now. Papers lay scattered in front of her and Astrid had scribbled down several possible names. Pros and cons. Which of these Vikings will make a better chief and why?

After much deliberation, Astrid chose Gustav. Though the young Viking had acted much like Snotlout Jr. in his younger days, Gustav had matured greatly and Astrid felt confident leaving the village in his care when she chose to bestow upon him the chiefly title.
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Vikings on Berk used to live rather short lives. It was just an occupational hazard, tended to happen when battling an ongoing 300-year war against resilient creatures that breathed fire. It was still a miracle that Vikings had a chance to live longer now that Berk was finally at peace.

Some say that as the end of life approaches, the person can predict it, almost tell that is coming. Astrid could feel it and so, several days before she entered into eternal rest, she used the little strength she had left to pass on her title to Gustav.

Only a few days later, Astrid was finally ready to enter Valhalla.

888

Walking the path to the gates of Valhalla was a journey that Astrid had to make alone, but she could manage; she reminded herself of all the brave Vikings that she would see when she arrived to feast at the great Odin's table.

Before she made it to the gates, though, Astrid saw a figure in the distance. She was too far away to clearly see what…or who it was, but, somehow, she just knew. For the first time in years, Astrid broke into a run, feeling younger with each step. Coming closer, her answer was confirmed. _**It's him! After all these years!**_ Without any other thoughts or cares, Astrid launched herself into Hiccup's waiting arms.

_**It's him! It really is him!**_ Astrid wanted to punch Hiccup for leaving her alone for all these years, but instead, she just hugged him tighter, almost afraid to let go as if he would be gone forever when she pulled away from him.

Against her wishes, she did pull away so that she could look to him. He looked just as he had before the battle against the Red Death—healthy with no sign of infection…and no prosthetic foot. He looked whole and he looked happy.

"Astrid…" he spoke, a voice that Astrid had not heard in forever.

He continued to look upon her, mesmerized and Astrid did not understand why. Unlike him, she had grown and aged. She chanced a glance down and saw that her physique had changed. She wore her clothing from her teenage years. Pulling aside her braid, Astrid saw that her grayed hair was blonde once again and she couldn't help but to smile. Like Hiccup, she would be eternally a teenager; that was the form she had chosen to take…even if she hadn't known that she had.

"Hiccup," Astrid spoke. It had been so many years. What do you say to someone you haven't seen in such an amount of time?

As it turned out, Astrid could find no words to say. Instead, she stepped closer to Hiccup and he stepped closer to her. They continued to move in closer and Astrid closed her eyes, waiting for the inevitable kiss.

* * *

><p><strong>I decided to take this chapter in an epilogue-style. That way I could tie up all the loose ends before the final chapter. Yes, this chapter's ending sucks. Sorry, it's late and I have other things on my mind…like my job interview. Next chapter will be much better…mostly cause my job interview will be over. <strong>

**Hope you enjoyed anyway. ****Thanks for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave!**

**Posted: July 20, 2015**


	65. Brave

**Well, here we are. It's been quite the long road, but we've reached the ending. I really hope that everyone has enjoyed Brave. When I posted this story, I was more of a casual writer. My stories weren't too widely read. I really thank Brave (and all of you who have supported it) to thank for my real entry into this fandom. For the last time, without further ado, we move to review replies…and then the final chapter!**

**By the way…you think we can reach 500 reviews? We're only 8 away! Anyway…**

**Review Replies:**

_**crazyfoxqueen**_**: That's what I was going for! After everything that's happened, this story deserves a happy ending, no?**

_**Insane Wise-man**_**: The chapter would've been too long if I'd stopped to explain everything, I think. **

_**Angryhenry**_**: That is impressive!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks for being there from the beginning! I'm glad you've enjoyed it.**

_**Flopi216**_**: Thanks!**

_**DeathStrike59**_**: Yes. Finally, a happy chapter.**

_**Hatsuharu88**_**: One last turn awaits before the story officially comes to its close, but I won't say anymore. Enjoy the ending!**

_**warorpeace**_**: Maybe I can write up a little extra for that scene. **

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Who said that Snotlout had a kid? Haha. Trust me, I had no intention of developing any further relationships in this story. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thanks! Also, that is quite a talent. Wish I had that talent…both for reading and writing!**

**Final chapter begins…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 65: Brave<span>

"Astrid." The voice was no louder than a whisper, but it was distinctly familiar. "Astrid." It wasn't Hiccup who had spoken, but Astrid still recognized the voice.

Opening her eyes, Astrid found that she no longer stood in Valhalla with Hiccup. In fact, she wasn't standing at all. She was lying on her back and staring up at familiar wooden rafters. _**How is this possible?**_ Pulling aside the covers, Astrid saw that she was wearing the armor she had always worn in her teenage years.

"Well, good morning, Astrid. Been trying to rouse you for a good long while now. Must've been some dream you was having," Astrid's mother's strong accent spoke up from the corner.

_**Dream? What?**_ Astrid felt so disoriented. Everything that she had just lived through. It had all felt so realistic, but was that really the truth? Had it all just been a dream? What did that mean about Hiccup?

"You were mumbling in your sleep," Astrid's mother told her. "I don't know what you were saying, but I did hear you say Hiccup's name a few times."

"Hiccup," Astrid whispered, memories resurfacing. "Is he…?" she began to ask, but found that she couldn't bring herself to finish the question.

"He still hasn't woken, but, last I'd heard Gobber and Gothi have noticed him starting to stir a bit. They expect him to wake up soon. Within the next couple days, maybe."

That was not the question that Astrid had been trying to ask, but the reply from her mother answered Astrid's unasked question. Hiccup was alive. It really had all been a dream. She couldn't stop the smile that spread across her face. However, it still bugged her slightly. Where did reality end and the dream begin? How much of what she thought had been real was only created by her resting imagination?

"I should get ready and go see him," Astrid answered, pushing her thoughts aside. She'd figure out the answers someday, but, right now, she just wanted to visit Hiccup.

As quick as possible, Astrid attached her shoulder armor and pulled back her hair into the usual braid. She raced out the door, yelling out a goodbye to her parents as she pulled it shut behind her. Once out the door, she slowed a little to a brisk walking pace. Around her, dragons were slowly incorporating into the daily life of the village. It was just like in her dream, but that made perfect sense. They had been working on the dragon amenities additions ever since the battle on Dragon Island._** Just wait until Hiccup sees this! **_

"Hey, look, it's Hiccup!"

The shout from one of the male villagers in the square pulled Astrid again from her thoughts. Hearing the words, the villagers in the square raced up toward the hill upon which sat the Chief's house. Astrid watched the square clear out and ran to follow the others.

Astrid had to push her way through the crowd of larger Vikings that had gathered around Hiccup. By the time she had arrived, Gobber and Hiccup were talking about the prosthetic that he had crafted (with Astrid's help, of course) for Hiccup.

Coming up behind Hiccup, Astrid delivered a swift hard punch to his shoulder. Maybe it was a bit too hard as he stumbled forward slightly but he didn't lose his balance. "That's for scaring me," she clarified.

"W-What? Is-Is it always going to be this way? Cause—"

He spoke fast, much faster than usual, probably out of shock. Still, Astrid couldn't be happier. She thought that she would never hear his voice again. Without explaining her previous actions, Astrid's tightly gripped the front of Hiccup's tunic. Not that she expected him to run away, not when he was demanding an answer to his unfinished question. Pulling closer to Hiccup, she placed a short kiss upon his lips. It reminded Astrid of the kiss that they had almost shared in Valhalla, but that wasn't real. This kiss was.

When they pulled apart, Astrid watched Hiccup blink a few times as if he were taking a moment to process what had just happened and determine if she, Astrid Hofferson, had actually in fact kissed his lips.

"—I could get used to it," Hiccup finally finished.

Astrid could help but to reply with a simple soft smile. Even despite all that he had just been through, he was still the Hiccup that she knew. Actually, that wasn't quite right. He was more than the Hiccup that she knew. The Hiccup that she used to know had been cowardly and disaster-prone. Now, Hiccup had shown his courage and his bravery. It was so unlike him, but, at the same time, it was him and the thought broadened Astrid's smile even more.

Gobber brought over the new tailfin system that he had created (again with Astrid's assistance) and placed it in Hiccup's arms. The boy buckled slightly under the weight, but smiled nonetheless at the acceptance he had gained.

"Night Fury!"

"Get down!"

The familiar calls startled everyone, including Hiccup and Astrid, but it wasn't the same. These calls weren't made in the dark of night during the heat of a fierce battle of species. No, it was daylight and Toothless had snuck up behind the group, knocking Vikings down on his mission to return to Hiccup's side. Hiccup smiled sheepishly and Astrid couldn't help but laugh. This was the new normal on Berk and she couldn't be happier. Everything was peaceful and she could definitely grow to like this.

"How about a little race later…once you're feeling better?" Astrid posed the challenge to Hiccup. "We can invite the others to join. It'll be fun."

Hiccup accepted, but cautioned that it might be a few days before he could take up the challenge. Astrid didn't mind; she understood that Hiccup still had a short road of recovery left before he was completely healed. She would wait for however long it took because it would definitely be worth it.

_This is Berk. We have tough scary Vikings. We also have dragons. Additionally, we have Hiccup. He may not look like much, but appearances can be deceiving. Though Hiccup looks small and weak, he possess more courage than all our fighting Vikings put together. I mean, it takes a lot of strength and determination to end a fierce 300-year war like he did. Stories are often told to teach a lesson and I certainly learned mine. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III did not need to try to be brave. He already was…and he always will be the bravest Viking on Berk._

* * *

><p><strong>And…that's a wrap! See, I told ya'll that everything would work out okay. So many of you didn't believe me! Originally, though, I was going to leave Hiccup as dead (that was in the plans) but when I saw the backlash to that, I edited the plans. Don't let anyone say that readers can't make a difference! You all just did. Congratulations.<strong>

**As I mentioned, the story that I am working on now (in addition to my others) is going to be called Nightwalker. I'm actually excited to release it to you all. I've been planning it out and I think it'll be fun.**

**I promised also that I would reveal the song inspirations for this story. Here they are:**

**Chapters 1-18: "Brave" (Sara Bareilles) + Overall Story Theme  
><strong>**Chapters 28-31, 37: "To The Moon and Back" (Savage Garden)  
><strong>**Chapters 33, 35, 41, 44: "Try" (Pink)  
><strong>**Chapters 42-43, 45: "You'll Be In My Heart" (Phil Collins)  
><strong>**Chapters 54-58: "The Other Side" (Evanescence)**

**One last comment: As this is the last chapter, all reviews will be answered using the PM reply system. Anonymous reviews will be answered in my forum "Afterwords". **

**For the final time, thank you all for reading and supporting Try To Be Brave! Hope you all enjoyed!**

**Posted: August 7, 2015**


End file.
